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8 JOrRMKY TO LANSLEBOrRO. 

are permitted to lie nde by side. " A tender frioid- 
ship," says the pious Catholic, " subsisted between 
these sabts." Protestant scandal does not allow this 
platonic character to the sentiment that united them ; 
bat let religious pity keep close the veil which hides 
the history of feelings that a forced condition con- 
verted into crime. I like to enter a Catholic church 
in the gray of the morning while the lights on the 
altar are struggling through the misty dawn, while 
the real people that glide in and drop down before 
the images and pictm^ are as shadowy as the 
[uctures themselves ; and the poor, old, haggard 
creatures corae tottering in to say in the holy pUce, 
as it would seem, their last prayer ; and the busy 
peasant, with her basket on her arm and ber child 
at her side, drops in to begm her day of toil with 
an act of worship. I saw in that dim sanctuary a 
scene that would make too long a story for a letter, 
dear C. When I entered, two persons (my dramatis 
personffi) were kneeling before an altar, over which 
hung a painting representing the frail saint (if, in- . 
deed, the Mere de Chaptal were fraii) as triumph- 
antly trampling on temptatioa in the old form of 
ttie serpent 

We stopped for a while at Aix to see baths fa- 
mous in the time of the Romans, and which are 
still in good preservation. The water resembles that 
of the hot ^rings of Virginia ; its temperature is 
IVP of Fahrenheit Till we reached Chambay 
Savoy appeared fertil^j and the hills in the ap- 
proach to tbis town, its cental, are CQvered with 
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Vineyards, and very beautiful, but the town itKlf, 
-or 80 much of it as ve saw, is horrid; ib nar> 
roT, dirty streete filled with beggan, soldien, and 
priests. You may resolve the three classes into one. 
The beggar frankly begs, the priest begs, pleading 
the sanctton of dirine authority, and ^ soldier takes 
without the pains of beting. 

A priest m lie court of our Cfaambery inn beset 
Franpois fer money to say masses for his dead : " Mes 
morts," replied our coflrier-^hilosopfcer, *• Mes roorts 
sont to»is en paradis ;"• " and if they were not," he 
added, " what contd such men as they do for them t" 
Alas fiir his CatlioJic &itk in our heretical company I 

The road from Chambery is continually ascend- 
ing, with Alps on eaiA nde, httle towns pitched ia 
among the rocks, and habitatioofi sprinkled over the 
rough and E^tarp hill-ndes, where it seems hard 
work tor a few goats to find snfanstence. I have 
seen many a patch of rye, that I conU cover with my 
Aawl, niched in among tlw rocks, and the {wople 
look tnlly tike the o%iring of this hard, niggard soil. 
They are of iowstature and dirur^en, and thar tSda 
like a duiTelled parchment. They renunded us of 
tfie Esquimaux, and the pointed cap and ^i&^y gar- 
ment are not disamilar to the dress of the sarage. 
Half of them, at least, have gc^tres, some so laige as 
to be truly hideous " wallets of flesh." B\A fiir mwe 
revolting even than these poor wretches with their 
huge excrescences, are the Cretins ; an abounding 
■pedes of idiot who infest as, clamorously be^ng 
* " Vj dead ue ill in pandlw '." 
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10 JOOKHKT TO LANSLIIODSO. 

with a sort of brutidi cbattoing, compared to whidb, 
the beting childreD's mODotone chant, " Monsieur, 
doanez — mot— un peu— ^a chants — s'il tous plait," 
is munc The Savoyard ia far down in the scale be- 
lov the German peasant ; he will rise as soon as the 
pressure is removed ; these people are crushed irre- 
coverably. Various causes ate asngned for their pr|e- 
Tuling phyncal and mental diseases : unwholesome 
wata-, malaria, and inadequate and bad food suffi- 
ciently explain them. The children, to my astraish- 
ment, looked fat and healthy. It takes time to over- 
power the vigour of nature, and counteract the bles- 
ed efl^t of life in the open air. The people Id tbe 
towns appear more healthy and in more comfortable 
condUion than in the open country. ' I. remarked 
among them some young women stout and comdy 
cnongb, with a becoming kind of cap, with broad, 
stiffly-starched bands, which are so Invugbt togeHier 
and set off bdund that they resemble white wings. 
They wear a black riband around the throat (prol^ 
ably adopted to hide the goitre) fastened by a 
large Ivoacb, at which hangs a cross. Tbe bot- 
toms of their skirts are ornamented with a narrow- 
coloured stnpe, some with one, some with half a 
dozai. Fran<jois tells us that a red stripe indicates 
a dotrry of a hundred francs; but, as this is but 
courier ioformalion, I do not give it to you for verity. 
You know it is ray habit to walk whenever I can, 
and to talk with tbe people by the way-side ; and 
as the roads have been heavy ever once we left Gfr< 
nera, and our voituriei is a "lomHful man" to bia 
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beast, I have bad this mdnlgeDce for many a mile. 
The Savoyards speak French well, though tb^ use 
a pattns among thennelves. I stopped yesterday to 
talk to some women who were washing around a 
fountain on their knees. One of them said, in reply 
to my inquiry, ** It was hard enough !" ** But," said 
I, " you should have cushioas to kneel on." " Ah, 
oui, madame, mais les paurres ne aont pas les ricl^ 
es;"* there waa a world of meaning in this truism. 

I joined a peasant-girl in the twilight last even- 
ing who, after spending her whole day in tending 
her cow at an hour's walk from her house, was 
carrying home her five bottles of milk, the product 
of the cow. What would our peanmf-^rls think of 
such a life 1 Their leisurely, lady-Kke afternoons 
and mimeaGured abundance pass in vision before me 
as I ask the question. 

My dear C, bow often do I mentally thank God 
for the condition of our working people ! My poor 
way-side friend told me she lived on barley, milk, 
and potatoes ; that she never ate meat ; " how could 
she when she had no money to boy it 1" But oUr 
host at Modane, who b a round, fiiU-^ed, jolly widow- 
er, gives a diSermt veraon of the poor's condition, 
which, Irom his sunny portion, he looks down upon 
quite cheerily. "They have salted meat for win- 
ter," he says, " occafflODally a bottle of wine, and 
plenty of brandy. They can work at night by 
chI made from outs and flaxseed; they have a por* 
tion of wood from the commune, and they econ- 

* " ih,jta,nu?uai bat ttiepmitra net the rich." 
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iKnuEe bj liring in the winter in the stable I" Thif 
IB the common discrepancy between the rich man's 
account of the poor and the poor man's own story. 

Franpois says, " What think you the charitable 
send them for medidoe when ^xy are illl why, 
bread; and Ihey get wdl, and live to a hundred or 
eren a hundred and twenty years!" Perhaps some 
of our feasting Dires, rictims of tnrtle^Hnip, pates 
de foie gras, and — calomel, mi^t eavy these poor, 
wxeti^es, who find in a wheaton ktaf " Nature's 
sweet restorative." life is a " tessclated pavement,. 
here a bit of black stone and there a bit of white;"' 
it is not all black even to the Savoyard moontaineer; 

Even in Savoy Hie. " acboolmaater ia abroad." 
AVbile some of our party were Imiching at St Mi- 
chel, K. and I walked on. Our first potie-redante 
was on the pedestal of a crucifix. While we sat 
there, a pretty young mother came out of a house 
opposite with her child. I called the little tottler 
to me, and the mother followed. What a nice let- 
ter of introduction is a child ! We entered into con- 
versation. She told me all the children in St. Mi^ 
chel went to school ; that they had two schools fi>r 
the poor ; one supported by the coBmune, and an- 
other where each child paid three francs per month. 
The little ten-month^-old thing gave.ne her band 
at parting, and the motiia sad, " An revoii, ma- 
dame." "^ revoirl" where may that be 1 

Th»e was an inscription on the ciosa under 
which we were sitting, pnrportmg that a certain 
bishop gcaoteii an indulgence of ibity days to who- 
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14 lODRNBT TO SU81. 

which pour orer the predpices feed with t thousand 
rivulets the Arc, the beautiful stream that nidies 
along the yalley. 



Bxm, Fiadnint, OeMMr SI. 

We hare crossed the Alps, my dear C, and are 
in Italy, bat not quite so easily as I write it The 
weather is as much a matter of speculation to those 
who are about to make a passage of &e Alps as if tbej 
were going to sea. This morning at three I was 
looking out from my window, and found it perfectly 
clear. My old fiunitar fiiends were slmiiitg down 
on the valley of Lanslebourg, (Mon on his tbnme, 
and Jupiter guttering over one of the mountain-pin- 
nacles. " Now," thought I, " we are sure of a fine 
day." But when Franpois came round to our doors 
with his customary reveilli, " Gate oope" (Franijois 
always speaks Etiglish in the hearing of the na- 
tives !) the sky was overcast. We were early astir, 
whidi, though " both healthful and good husband- 
ly," is txHy the virtue of necessi^ with us. 

We took &om Lanslebourg five mules to drag 
np our carriage. Each mule, of course, had his 
muleteer. The Toiturier ftJlowed with his horses ; 
and Franijois, whose devious motions often re- 
mind me of Wamha's, was at the side of the car- 
riage, before, or behind, wberevw he found the 
best listeners. The " point culminant" of this pasa 
is six thousand seven hundred and ^gbty feet above 
the level of the aea, but only two tboonnd ft«t 
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above the ralley of Lanalebourg. This wbs the 
least difficult pass into Italy before Napoleon came 
to make a broad and easy way over these frightful 
barriere. Charlemagne led an army over Mont 
Ceois in the ninth century ;* and this was, I be- 
lieve, always the route by which the Frederica and 
dior successors brought their Q«rman barbarians 
down upon the plains of Italy. The Chevalier Fab* 
brcui was the engineer of this road, and was sereft 
years in bringing it to its present perfection. The 
road is canied up the foce of the mountain by ea^ 
Dgzags. Again and again we turned and dragged 
on our weary way, and yet we seemed no farther 
from Lanslebourg, wHch was always Erectly under 
us ; but we saw by our joyous " compagnon de voy- 
age," the Arc, HiminiBhing to a thread, that we were 
maldng progress. There are twenty-three houses 
of refuge (ricoveri) at intervals along this pass. 
Near some of them the traveller is, at particular sea- 
sons, in danger from avalanches, and at all are 
m«i and means of succour, kept by the government. 
The girls and I walked up the greater part of the 
way, not following the road, but taking the sharp 
cross-cuts. I had some talk widi our chief mule- 
teer, a dever man. Our conversation naturally 
turned on .Napoleon, "small in stature and great 
in mind," he said ; " but a bloody man, that cared 
not how many he sacrificed to his amMtion. He 
made a beautiful road, not for our good, but to get 
■ Tb> niirlii oa Utat Cenii, till Torj racantlr i 
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bis cannon into Italy. Cependamt," h^ eonchided, 
** ceux qui I'aiment et ceuz qui ne I'aiment pas ccnn 
fessent qu'il n'y k plus de tttea comme celle-laP* 
C AAer all, those who like him, and those who like 
him not, must own that there is no head left equal 
to his.") 

As we ascended we got a sprinkling, and, at the 
tuns, the mist was driving at a rate to be no faint 
remembrancer of the gust from behind the sheet of 
water at Niagara. I went into a rioovero to dry my 
feet The good dam^ told me they are often so buri- 
ed in snow in winter that she does not step her foot 
out of doors from Ml to spring. There was a baby 
in the cradle. Here Uiey are bom, and lire, and may 
die, for her husband has been can/onnier here for four- 
teen years. He receiTes the highest pay — ^thirty sous 
a day, and bis bouse and firewood; not nearly so 
much as you pay a man-serVant who has his food from 
your table and food as good as youn, and whose life, 
compared vridi these poor people's, is a perfect boly- 
day. Our prudent voiturier dismissed the mules be> 
fiwe pasrang the Savoy barrier, to avoid Ae tarifif of 
five francs on eadi animal attached to a carriage ; 
a tax which goes towards mabtaining the road. 
We then gave the bonne main to the muleteers; a 
liberal one, I fancy, from the abundance of thdr 
hows, and their cordial " bons voyages 1" 

Our guide-book had promised as " a tolerable 
inn," and a regale of frout from the lake ; but, un- 
luckily, we went into the kitchen while a fire was 
Idndling in the salon, and the floor, strewn with egg- 
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AeOa, bonea> and v^etable refuse, cured oar appe- 
tites, albat we are not over-nice travellets. These 
mountain trout have been from time immemorial a 
source of revenue, and their only one, to the monks 
of the Hospice. The Bidtop of Suaa has lately put 
forth the lion's claim, aad the poor fathers have 
been driven away. After pasnog the plain of Mont 
Ceoia, in which this lake lies, we began descending 
a Inoad, smooth road, in many parts cut through the 
solid rock. Wherever it is necessary to have an ar- 
tifidal support, it is made by a massy wall of ma> 
sonry. The cascades, which would dash athwart the 
road, are conveyed underneath by aqueducts, and arc 
let out on the lower side through two openings, 
doofs, windows, mouths, or whatever you please to 
call them. These water&lls are the children of 
the scene, Mi of life and beauty } we needed their 
cheerful voices, for the mist became clouds, and 
we actually seemed rolling along on them. We 
saw nothing, and, ailer a little while, these small, 
sweet voices, with every other sound, were overpow- 
ered by the rushing of a cataract below us. We 
were awed and silent At this moment, two strong, 
wild-looldng wretches binst out upon -us. Whether 
they came from above or below we could not tell. 
They thrust their bands into the carnage, vehement- 
ly demanding chanty, and looldng very much as if 
they had s good will to take .what we had no will to 
^ve. Bau(ua cracked his whip at them ; this had 
no effect : he addressed it to his horses, and this bad ; 
for they brougld us within a veiy few minutes in 
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■i^t of 8 ricowro, and our pursneta withdrew. 
FraD(;(UB and the voiturier insist they meant liuschief, 
and, since we have escaped the danger, we are quite 
villing to believe in it After going down, down, 
down, the mist became less dense, the trees began to 
appear, then the outlines of the hills, and, when we 
reached Molaret, a group of litde dwdlings on die 
hill-fflde, we were in a clear atmosphere, and the 
beautiful plains of Italy lay outspread beneath us in 
a golden, glowing light What a cohtrast to the 
stem, wild scene from which We had emerged, was 
their abundance, babitancy, warmth, and smiling 
loveliness. Francois sprang over the carriage wheel, 
clapping his hands and shouting, "Voila tdonpays!" 
There were tears in all our eyes as well as in his, 
for strong emotion, of whatever kind, brings thetn; 
and who could for the first time look Italy in the 
fac^ without emotion — beautifiil, beautifU Italy ! 

Susa appeared quite near enough for ua to have 
jumped down into its cbetirfiil streets ; but we had 
still ten miles <^ tluS most gently-descending road 
down a mountain of most ungentle steepness. Think 
of gtnng down for twenty-five consecutiTe nules! 
but we are dowh, and are looldng up at the mount- 
un-wellb which God has set around Has fairest of 
lands. Susa is a cheeiful little town in ^e midst 
of vine-covered and Iwwken hilla, which appear 
like the advanced guard of the Alps. Vilkges 
and solitary dwellings are terraced (K. says bur- 
rowed) on the steep acclivities, and are so nearly 
ai the colour of ^ locks and Boil that they are 
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acue^jr distinguisbBUe from them; and positions 
seem to have been selected for the churches and 
monasteries of such difficult access, as to ^re the 
climlnDg to them the idrtue of a penance. And, 
finally, there ia a badk^rovrnd of vhat we are be> 
ginmng to think an indiBpeneable component part of « 
finished landscape, summits white with eterrud snowi. 
On one side of our inn is a piazza,* on the other a 
river. We have already been out to see an old Ro> 
man arch ; our path has been crossed by a proces- 
oon of priests; we have been beset 1^ be^ars; 
and we have come in to give our ordmi to a came* 
riero ;f in diort, we are in Italy. 



IWin, 23. — Wb arrired here last evening, anj 
entered the towh by a magnificent avenue. Tu- 
rin is a very cheerful town, with some 80,000 in-^ 
habitants ; a gay capital rather, for it is the capi- 
tal of Kedmont, and was anciently of Liguria. You 
see how, on the very threshold of Italy, we instinct- 
ively turn from what w to what was. Turin is 
said to have grown one fifth in the last ten year& 
This Enngnlar (nrcumstance in Italian history is, I 
believe, owing to the fostering care and presence of 

* Piuza U UT. open publie tfmca in a tolrn BnnonDdsd with 
bafldingi. I know no English wotd that answers to it " Square" 
it is not, for it il 0/ etary tonceiTiihle fimn lod " nitbont farm," 

t In maiiT Italian inni tha (enicai oftha chambannaid an pai- 
lonaai bj nuni hut the geDsnl dcfsrenca to English caatomi ia 
dcaD( away, on the tiaTelled roalea, with thb annojaoee. 
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Charles Albo^ &e reigniiig mooaich, 8t;^ed eroy- 
where in Piedmont "the munificent,'* but better 
known to us as the treacheroos Pnnce of Carignani. 
We are at the Hotel de I'Europe Piazza Castello ; 
and as it is the best inn and best position in the 
town, you may like to know precisely our condition 
in it. We occupy a suite of apartments on the sec- 
ond stoty. Our drawing-room has sofa-bedsteads, 
and is converted into a bedroom at night; and for 
these rooms, with a large ante-room, we pay twen- 
^-four francs a day. They have silk hangings, par- 
tition walls at least four feet thick, double doors, 
floois inlaid of diSerent-coIoured woods, and painted 
Ceilings hung with paintings and exquisite draw- 
ings of broken columns and old friezes, and are so 
richly furnished Aat they almost put my eyes out, 
afler our wretched Savoy inns. I am sitting by 
a window open on to a balcony that overlooks the 
piazza, and I will describe it to you as it is at this 
moment The piazza is as large as St John's Park; 
oppo^te to us is the king's palace, with an enclos- 
ure ; on our right, the Palazzo madama, or queen's 
palace ; on our left, the opening into the fine street 
by which we entered the town, and a row of lofty 
houses, with an arcade to the lower story. Our 
hotel fonns one of a ^milar range on this side. 

Carnages and carts are cnmng and reat>$sing, 
and.a /eu) busy people seem to be driving forward 
with some object before them; but these are ex- 
ceptions. Here is a little company of Savoyard mu- 
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■eians — I knov them by thek oostame* — ft iftuaail, 
with a guitar, «n^g national airs, accompanied 1^ 
a man with a harp, and a bc^ with a violin. A 
ring of soldiers gathers round them ; loungera drop 
in on all ndes; 'prieats and peasants, plenty of 
priests. There may be feree or four hufidred per- 
sons in the ring. There comes the royal carriage 
through the palace-gate; Ihe ring breaks ; a line is 
formed, and all hats are off, A ju^ler enters upon 
the scene, and again the circle forms. There goes 
a procession of nuns, with their superior at their 
head, holding aloft a black cross. Near the palazzo 
naadama stand a knot of Piedmimtese peasants; 
old women, with wrinkles plooghed in deep fin-rows, 
and white caps wired up into a sort of tower, and 
loaded with an unmeasurable quantity of gay-col> 
cured nbanda and artifidal flowers; there are two 
very pret^ young peasant-girls bedde them, with a 
sort of gipsy hat, with low crowns and immense 
l»im6, and a bunch of flowers one side. 

Here are Inehdicant friars, with long beards, 
bare heads, gray cloaks tied with hempen cords, 
and sandals on their oHkerwise bare feet The king 
appears on horseback, with officers attendant, and 
servants in scarlet hvery, and again the ring breaks 
and all hats are defied. 

Now, my dear C, this may- be very tiresome to 
you, ance I cannot make it vivid to your mental, as 
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it is to my bodily eye ; but to me it seems as if the 
world had indeed turned into a stage, and the men 
and women into players, and actors of some poetic 
dream of my youth. And as I have set down just 
what I have seen, and nothing that I have not seen 
mce I sat at this window, as it is not a festa-day, 
and not more than ten o'clock A.M., it may be cu- 
rious to you to compare life here with life in our 
working-day world. 



We have just returned from a drive. Turin pleas- 
es us. The streets are as regular as those of Phila- 
delphia; but here Uie tesemblance ends, as these 
streets sometimes terminate in a long and superb 
avenue, and sometimes the perspective finishes with 
a church or a palace. The houses are regular, too, 
but twice as high as ours (don't count feet and inch- 
es against me), and built of a light stone First we 
went to a new bridge over the Doria, a single arcb, 
and reckoned the most beautifiil bridge of its kind 
in the world. While the Inidge was constructing, 
its stalnUty was doubted, and there were clamorous 
predictions that when the scaffolding was removed 
it would fall. When it was finished, the architect 
placed himself under the centre of the arch and or- 
dered the supports to be taken away — cross or 
crown — crown it proved ! We then went to the 
Church of the Consolata to see a famous alver stat- 
ue of the Virgin, made to commemorate her saving 
Turin from the cholera ! Most wretched b^gan 
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a sweetnesB, igectloieGs, and loir tone that eta- 
leqxMxl well with hu spiiitual appearance. He 
was gratified with our good tidings of hu fiends, 
and much interested with our acooanl of hia god- 
child, Maroncelli's little SUtib. iSa ifveads have 
died withia a year or two. "Bleu at'a iak la 
griice," he said, " de its revoir en soctaot de la pris- 
on. Dieu bit tout pour notre mieux; c'est cette 
-conviction qui m'a soutenu et egui me soutient eof 
.care,"* In reply to his saying that he lived a hCe 
of letirement, and had few acquaintances in Turin, 
we told him that he had friends all over the wotH 
" That proves," he said, " that there are everywhere 
' belles &mes.' " His looks, his manner, bis voio?, 
Boid every word be spoke, were in harmony with bis 
book, certainly one of the moi^ f^uarkable produc- 
.tions of our day. 

I have been very aary to hear fi<»ne of his coub- 
.ti^men speak distrustfully of Pellico, a£id ezpreK an 
opiaiw, a reluctant we, that be bad sunken into 
willing subjection to pobtical despotism and priestfy 
craft. It is eveo <said that he .has joined the order 
of Jesiuts. I do sot believe tlus, nor have I heard 
any e\'idai«e adduced in stqiport of it that tends to 
.invalidate the proof of die inooimptibibty of Pellico'a 
soul coatained in Le mie prigumi. He is a saint 
that canruit fall ^ofu grace. There seems to me nOr 
tluDg in bis {urgent poqualilied submisnoD income 

> " God .granted me Iha mercy of aaeiag m|r parenis irhea I cima 
ODt. of piiioa. God oiden all (or aai beat good. It ii thie craiiictioK 

^Hbicti iM« bUbcna iDppoRad Mid (till (utUini lue." 
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p^Stle widi Us former bistorjF and prafesRoM.- His 
phase of the Christian chancter has alwaya been 
that of sufferance. He is Qie gentle Mdancthon, not 
Hk bdd and Tafiant Lather; the loni^ John, not 
Oft fearlan FauL 



Fban^ois is a Piedmontese, and has nor returned 
to his eauntiy §at the fiist time after ptsaning auc- 
cessftiliy his ccnmer career for mx ytta. He went 
last evemng to see his famity, and canied Aem a 
handfol d Genera trinkets; and tMs morning, after 
a whole night's vigil and revel with them, he 
Wought his Sa&a and mother to see «s; sbe a 
buxom stepdame, wearing a carp covered with red 
ribands^ and artificial flowery and earrings, and a 
string of gold heads as big an lama beans. Good 
gold, Franfois assures as they are, and that these 
wnaments are the most esteemed agns of the peasant's 
wealth, and are transmitted from generation to gen* 
enttion. Happy should be the condition of the peat^ 
ant in the rich spacious plains abound u& 

Turin is at the foot of the Alps, watered by^ the 
Fo and the Dona, and enriched with eom, the vine, 
and the mulberry. The Muscat grape grows here in 
the greatest perfection and abundance. It is meat 
delicious, and so is the Asti wine made from it, 
which, we are told, is too delicate for transporta- 
tion. We find always, in a rich agricultural coun- 
try, as we have found here, excellent bread and 
butter. They malce bread in a form which they 

Vol. n.— C 
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nil gi^sane, a sort of bread-canes or fiigots. Bun' 
dies of Uiem are placed at the head and foot of the 
table. The dwellera in the poor, cold valley of 
L&Dsleboui^ bring all their wbcateD htetA frota 
Chambeiy, not less than eighty miles, and we paid 
for our fkre accordmgly. 



We passed our first night after kayii^ Tnrin at 
Cigliano, aconsderableplaceonagreat route. To 
give you an idea oi what an Italian inn is, which 
English travel has not yet remodelled, I will set 
down our breakfast service: tumblers for teacups 
a tureen and ladle for boiled milk, and a poddii^- 
&A for a slop-bowl I 

We lunched at Verc^l the second day, a' place 
^t I remember figures on the scene in Sismondi's 
Italian Republics, and which occupies half a page in 
our gmde-book, settmg forth churches, chapels, and 
[nctnres to be seen, and how Marius gained a victory 
under its wa^ls, and how Nero built a temple here. 
To us it appeared a most disagreeable place; and, if I 
built anything, it would be an altar with an ex voto 
representing our carriage driving out of it We 
went to the maHiet-pIace, which was filled with ugly 
old woinen sitting bdiind stacks— Alps of apricots, 
peaiSi grapes, poinegranates, and most epiraidid 
peaches,butneith«' soft nor flavorous. I have eaten 
bat one peach since I came to Europe tiiat would 
be thought above par in New-York or Philadelphia ! 
The market-place in Verceil was filled with idle 
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men, wlio collected about us and stared so umiMrci- 
iiilly at the girls that they clung to me, and I felt, 
for the first time in my life, ratber Duenoariah, and 
glad enough to get back to the hotel. Accustomed 
as we have been to the quet %vays of going on in 
Germany and Switzerland, where we felt as much 
freedom as in our own country, it is very annoying 
to be cut off at once from the free use and- enjoy- 
ment of our faculties. Young women cannot walk 
out here without a male attendant, or a woman 
pretty well strick^ in years. 

Bacicia, who ordinarily is no dawdler, dawdled 
at the Verceil inn till we were out of patience. Hia 
delay was explained when we found the bridge 
which crosses the Seaa, a mile &am the town, was 
impassaUe for the carnage ; there was a ferry-boat, 
but our way was obstructed by great numbers of 
carts and carrii^es, which had precedence of us. 
Bacicia knew it was market-day, and had foreseen 
this exigency, and calculated that we should be 
driven back to Verceil by the lateness of the hour, 
and thus he should gain twenty iirancs, and a day's 
rest for his horses. Frani;ois' imagination conjured 
up robbers pouring in with the fest-coming night 
from Turin, Milan, and Genoa, but our Yankee wit 
was not to be outwitted by our tricky voiturier, nor 
our resolution vanquished by a courier's staple alarms ; 
BO we seated ourselves on the bridge, and watched the 
progress of the miserable little boat, which occu|ned 
twen^-five minutes in loading, crosrang, unloading, 
reloading, and recrossing. It had five passages to 
C2 
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aMte hcfbie our torn (Kone. Wetriedinvuntobof 
ft precedence, which the poor nuulcet-people wouU 
^adly k«Te sold w, but the s<q>emitei)ding gens 
d'arntet forbade this traffic lb the meao time, up 
drore a coach with po«t-boTses, and went beioK ua 
all. " Ah," said FnuMjois, who was walkii^ up and 
down in a brigand feva, " les gour^iuneBts lont tout 
des Tolems !" The nm was juat anhing as we got 
into oor carriage, and we had yet fifteen miles to 
travel} butthemoaDroeuponva,aDd,tbougfaFran- 
fois once persuaded us to stop and look at some 
bed-raoRis in a filthy inn, we came on to NavaiTO, 
our aiqwinted sle^>ing-plaoe, cheerially and safely. 
The biith is, there is vny little danger of me^ng 
" gentletaen f£ the rowl" at tjte present time on the 
great routes oi Italy. Tbc gOTemments are vigilant, 
aad dieir licensed n^bers are too strong for volun- 
teer oompaiues. Poor IVan(^' fears were genuine 
and inherited. His mother actaal^ died of the cob- 
sequencea of fri^t from an attack of highwaymen a 
few days before his Inrth. 



Wb creased tiie Ticino, tea miles from Nanrto, 
on a masave granite-bridge, and there entered the 
Lombardo-Venitian kingdom, and at the little town 
of Buffiilero our carriage was tak^i possession of 
by Austrian soldiers, ready to do the courteous bon- 
ours of welcome which their imperial master up* 
points to strangers. As we were not Quixotic 
enough to attempt to reform the code of national 
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inorals, we directed Fran^iB to pay the custovoArf 
fee to save our imperials from a ransackiDg, and to 
get the necessary certificate tbat th^ were filled 
with honest gowns, skirts, &c What a disgrace to 
ct-rilizsd Europe are these aanoyiiig delays and pet- 
ty robberies !* Thank Heaven, we have passed our 
lires exempt from them, as we are often remiDded 
by fVan9ois^ e^lamation, " Qoe votre pays est beit- 
reiuc ; ah, c'est le pays de la jolie liberty" (** Youn 
b a happy country ; the comitry of liberty !") 

The country between Turin and Milan is fertile 
beyond description. You have often heard, my 
dear C., of the rich plains of Lombardy, watered 
by nvera atid tnteisected with canals ; but you can 
Hardly imagine the perfection of its husbandry. The 
corn is now six — eight inches high, and the groood 
as green as ours in June, and we have reached, re- 
member, the twenty-fflxth of October ! The road is 
btmjered with mulberry -trees. The country is too 
level fiir picturesque beauty, and it has not the 
highest charm of agricultural life. There are no 
signs of rural cheerfulness j no look of habitancy. 
The cultivators live in compact, dirty little ulla- 
ges. The very few country-houses are euiroutided 
with high walla, with their lower windows grated ; 

• Tbt lUIiana aaAer mare from jxAice regulations than itrsngBn. 
A Uilinew tpij, wboae huebuid has > large patrimaiuil attate in 
Piedmont, told ma ibey had giien up goiag ta it on bccoudI of ttie 
iDdigQitiee aha was Obliged Co auSei at Buffalero, (hs frontier, whara 
B Taam and female oSceia are appointed (o aodteaa asd anarch Itil- 
iaa ladiea. The traTe) in our conntrj would be iDauiwhat dlminiab- 
ed if ira had aucb rogulaliona on the fionlieri of PeniMjlTuua and 
^•w-Yoik. or IiM*a«hDw<U. 

C8 
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even ttie bam windows have tilus jul-like proviticNi. 

Vfiat a state of morals and gorenmMat does tUs 
suggest ! what a cootraat to rural life in £Dgland ! 
what GomparisoDB to the condition of things ia our 
little village of S., where a certain fneod of ouia 
fastens her oater-doot with n cBrving-lmife, leaving 
all her plate nnlocked in a pantr; hard by, and ooly 
puts in a second kniHe when she hears that a thief 
has been marauding some fifty miles off. ^' Oh, pays 
heureuz !" Francois mav well exdum, and we 
repeat 



JUiAm, 27. — ^Thanks to all our friends, dear C, 
for ttie half bushel of letters we have recaved here 
ailer a month's fasting, and five days less than a 
month old I Francois brought us from the postoffice 
forty francs worth — forty! forty thousand. We 
may shrink from other expenses, but letters are ah 
indispensable luxury — at this distance fr<»n you 
all, a necessary of life. What a pleasant ev^- 
ing's reading we had, here a tear dropping, and 
there a laugh bursting forth. Home-voices rung in 
our ears, home-faces souled ; we were at S. and L. ; 
and I think I shall never foiget the shock and con- 
fiiaon in our ideas wh»i the door opened for an in- 
quiry about the " lampa di nattt." We were disen- 
chanted; the hilk and valleys of Berkshire vanished, 
and here we were at the Hotel de ViUe, in a lofty 
qtartment, irith painted colings, pictures of Vesu- 
vius, and a plaster-stove surmounted with a statue ! 



.glizodbvGoOglc 



.glizodbvGoOglc 



SS HI LAN. 

We have been disappointed to find diat most of 
the peisons to whom our letters aie addressed an 
still at th^ -villas. We have sent them, however, 
notwithstanding we hear that an American gentle* 
man who brought a letter from one of our ezile- 
iriends, was ordered by the police to leave Milan 
within twelve houre. A caravan ccauiBtiDg of one 
invahd gentleman and five obscure womankind can 
scarcely awaken the jealou^ eT«Q of at> AustriaQ 
policy 



Tbk fjiends of our fHends have come In from their 
country readences to honour the lettera addressed to 
tiiem, and have received us with unmeasured cordi- 
ality. It is cold, Novemberish, and runing, as it has 
been foe the last ten days j but,inspiteof it, wehave 
had a very agreeable drive about the city with the 
Iffothers C— ^a. The streets are labyiinthian, and 
are just now looking dull and dingy enough. The 
gay people have not yet returned from their summer 
retreats, and of the 140,000 inhabitants of Milan we 
see only bourgeois, soldieis, priests, and women in 

•nd sp«>k dispsraginilT "f "lttiia,a>" coald know tbeae men, wbq 
bsTe lanKfid and or^rcorpe BerenUflD yean of trials and tempt- 
■tioBB nicli ■■ homui nataie ban rarely been subjected to. Wa 
bononr dot bthert for the few yean of difficulty tjinnigli which 
tbey (trolled i and can we refase oai homage to these mea, who 
aacnficed ererything, and /srnur, that man holds most dear, to 
thaueredcaaaeoffrBsdoaiaDdtiuth! and, let me aak, what abooU 
yn in noaoa infer of the natioii wheoce the j came T surely th»t tbsn 
in rowi? lewly "to go (Bd do UkeniH." ■ 
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vnli (mstead ctf boonets) patters^ to tnasi. The 
streets tie paved with small round stones, with a 
double wheel-tnck of granite brought from the 
shores of Maggiore ud Cotno, the blocks so nicely 
joined that the wbeds foll as smoothly and almost 
as rapidly as over rails, and they are so granulated 
that there is no danger of the horse slipping. The 
faoysei are Iarg« ; you Slight turn haJf a dozen of 
ours tato one of them ; and the palaces magnificent, 
as you may im^be &on our mistaking La Casa 
Sapoiotti for La Seals, which we had been forewarn* 
cd Was the largest opara-hoaae in Eurt^ 

We diove to the At<A of Peace, the iit termination 
fw im Simplon road, and adornment oE his Cisalpine 
republic, projected by Napoleon, but not finished till 
within the last few months. The work was begun 
in 18(77, and the first artists were onployed on 
statues ^d bas-relieft intended to illustrate the 
most briDiaat evente of N^toleon's liiie^ When the 
«0Hc was finished his power and £fe had ended ; 
and art, too oftea the pasmve slave (^ tyrants, wsa 
eonpeiled to sacrifice truth and beauty, to desecrate 
its own work, hy cutting off Napoleon's head (that 
noble head made to be etermzed m marble), and 
Bub^tuting in its place the imbec^e head and mean 
features of the Elmperor Francis. And poor Joseph- 
iac^ who had do tendendes to nich an apotheosis, is 
transfiwined into the c(dd Qoddeaa ctf Wisdom, and 
wears Minerva's casque. Illustrations of Napc4«on'8 
victofie^ aAd the great political eras of his life, an 
aade aoiaetiaic% hy the nuke aahrt ku tioa <^ namcs^ 
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to stand for epochs in Austrian history, Titb what 
veii-stmilitudeyou may imagine. Where this spe- 
cies of travesty was impossible, new Uoclcs of marble 
have been substituted, which may be detected by the 
difference of shade. The structure is seventy-five 
feet in height and sevens-three feet in breadth. 
The columns, which are extremely beautiful, are thir- 
ty-eight and a half feet high. The arch is sur- 
mounted by a figure of Victory with four homes at- 
tached to a car in full career. The details are elab- 
orate and highly finished, and the whole gave me 
some idea of what Italy must have been in the days 
of the Romans, when their monumeots were fresh 
and unimpaired, and of the dazzling wlnteness of 
this. 

In entering the city from the Simplon road through 
this arch, you come upon a very noble place [piazza 
d'ormi), where the soldiers are exercised. We 
crossed this to an amphitheatre bailt by Napoleon, 
and first opened for a filte aftor Uie peace of Tilsit 
It was demgned for feats of arms and equestrian ex- 
ercises. It is of an elliptical form, and surrounded 
by tiers of seats, where 30,000 people may be seat- 
ed — they are now grass-grown 1 

We next visited the Brera, formerly a college of 
the Jesuits, but now secularized and liberalized by a 
consecration to the arts and sciences. We did not 
take aoy portion of our brief time to walk through 
the library and look at the ovtadet of the 100,000 
volumes there. Once up the staircase where, on the 
landing-places, are the statues of Farioi, Monti, and 
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Beccaria, we spent all our time in the gallery enjoy- 
ing its priceless pictures. I first sought out Guerci* 
. no's " sending away Hagor," and, once found, it is 
difficult to leave it The colouring and composi* 
tton is, as it shotdd always be, made subservient to . 
the moral ^ect — the outer reveals the inner man- 
ia Abraham, the Jewish patriarch, the head of the 
(diosen people, you see the patriot triumphing over 
the father and lover ; Hagar, with her face steeped 
in tears, is the loving girl urging the claim of true 
and tender pasraon agaiost what seems to her an in- 
credible sentence ; Sara is the very personificatioa 
of " l^al rights ;'* and the poor little boy, burying 
his face in his mother's gown, is the mined ^vourite- 
We were showD in an obscure apartment a su- 
perb bronze statue of Napoleon by Canova; a grand 
work, but strangely fisiling in resemblance. Ull 
within two years, the Aostrians have kept it hidden 
in a cellar — buried alive. One cannot but smile at 
thdr terror at Napoleon's mere effigy. 

As we were passing through one of the rooms, C. 
C — a pointed to the bust of the Emperor Francis 
with an inscription, in which be is called " our fa-' 
flier." " Our father I" he repeated ; " Gaetano's 
and mine!" His emphasis recalled their reasons 
for a filial sentiment, C. having been imprisoned 
by the " good Francia" three years, and his iH^ra- 
seventera ! While we vrere driving, the gentlemen 
pointed out to us the cannon, kept always loaded, 
guarded, and pointed against the town — agunst th« 
hones of its citizens ! 
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S. Marie ilellfi Gnzic oie of tke vorld^s wonder^ 
Leonardo da Viiuf 8 " Idst Supper," paiDted on the 
vail, and nov m parts so faded m to be Marl; ot> 
. litErated. Time and the dements bare act b^o its 
'worst enemiefl. The naU ms wbitevasked, and a 
door cut through it hj a decree eC fte chafer, that 
the monks mi^t have their dianer served hot front 
the sfijoiniDg kitcheo. To complete the desecraticm, 
&e door was cot through the figure of our Saviour. 
Would it not be a Uaatesque puniahment Anr these 
Wutidi epicures to be cmdemaed to a pu^atorio 
where thejr should CareTei enact " vrall an) ooon- 
shine," and eat only cold dinoets 1 

Leonardo, like otha people 'who have too nany 
irons in the fire (for he was painter, scidptor, arclu- 
tect, and author), let some of them grow cold ; b* 
ivas so. lt»]g about this picture that the Pnor of tiie 
convent reproached him bitter^, and he took his r»* 
venge b; maldng Judas' head a fac-simile of the 
Prior's. Vasaii has recorded Leonardo's reply to 
the Prior's complaint, which strikes us as rather- 
bold, considering the relative position of the parties. 
" O se forse nol troverb, io vi pmro quello di queato 
padre Friore che ora me si molesta, chd maravigfio* 
samente gli se coofara" ("Or if, perchance, I do 
not find it (the face of Judas), I 'will put in that of 
the Father Prior who is tonn^tii^ me ; it will suit 
wond^uUjr well !"*) The engravings of this pio> 
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tore pve jou a better idea of most of the heads 
Aan &e briginal now does, aod of the moveueat of 
die diraples when that declaration rtruck on their 
hearts: "Behold, the hand of him that betray- 
eth me is inth me on the table 1" but no copy that 
I baTe seen has approached this face of Jesus, eo 
kol;^, calm, and beautiful ; it is " God manifest in 
the OeA f you are ready to exclaim with Peter, 
"thcw^ I die with thee, yet -mil 1 never betray 
tiiee V And yet tt ia Baid the painter left it unfinished, 
alleging that he could never expreffi his ccmc^tioiis 
of the character of Jesus ! 



By -way of a diveriimefUo nazionale, we have just 
had two men in our drawing-room exhibiting a cru- 
cifix wUch their grandfather cut out of wood fifty 
years ago ; he must have been, I fancy, fifty years 
cutting it There are 2000 figures oa it, and an 
infinity <^ oraammtal details illustrating the bistoty 
of Cbfigt. " You don't believe a word of that story 
of tile cruofixion!" said Francois aside to me. 
This is an unbelieving Catholic's notion of a Prot- 
estant's faith. When the men, to exalt our ideas of 
die privilege we were enjc^g, said we were the 
fir^ to whom the ibh^ had been shown, fVan^caa 
whispered, " They have been showing it these five 
yeart ; the Italians are all liars !" Belief w unbe- 
lief in God and nHin go together, 
tlw ••man cf on" (Popa VAva Till.} yAtaia Ooido'i Arcbu)f«l Hi- 

Voi.n.— D 
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Madame S. htts been to see us. She is a fra- 
gile-looking little creature, aad, though now a grand- 
mother, as shy as a timid girl of tlurteen. There 
is a tender solemnity in her voice and manner 
that coastantly reminded me of Spielberg and of 
C — a, though she spoke little of him, and when 
she did, turned away her face to hide an emotion 
perceptible enough in the pressure of her dedicate 
little hand, which b not very much Ingger or stronga 
than a canary's claw. I wish those who confound 
all Italian women in one condemnation could know 
as we know the character of this good wife, devoted 
mother, and mar^r-aster. 



Wb went last erening, escorted by J. C — a, to 
La Scala. It is binlt, as are the other mne theatres 
of Milan, on the ruins of a church. 

Gens d'armes, tall, muscular young men, were sta- 
tioned at the entrance of the house, at the foot of the 
stairs, on the landii^-places, and in the lobbies, look- 
mg, witti their swords and high furred caps, rather 
frightful to us, who hare a sort of hydropbc^ dread 
of an Austrian police. J. C — a took us up four flights 
of st^rs, to " I'ordre cinqmeme," that we might have 
a coup d'ceil of the whole theatre. This fiWi row 
bears no resemblance to our galleries or to those 
of the English theatres. The box we entered was 
one of several called "loges de so<aet6." They 
are fitted up as saloo&s for clubs of gentlemen, with 
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eaipet^ tables, and sofas, and are veil lifted. The 
^ect of the tbeatre from tlus fadght is, or would b^ 
magnificent when they hare an " illnminazione a 
^orni" (a daylight illumination). Ordinarily the 
blaze of Bght is reserred for the stage ; the audi- 
ence is in comparative obscurity, and, consequently, 
tfiough La Scala b perhaps twice as large as the 
opera-house in London, its effect is by no means so 
brilliant as that where the light is didiised and re- 
flected by richly-dressed people. Here we could 
only imperfectly dbcem, now a matron's cap, and 
then a young lady's eoeffme, as they peeped from 
behind the Eolk curtains of th^ boxes. The ^ 
rows of boxes are curtained with hght mile border- 
ed with crimson. The fnsit box is the emperDr'& 
It occupies botb the second and third rows, and is 
as lai^e as a small drawing-room, and is, of coarse, 
royally fitted up with damask hangings, and has a 
gilded crown suspended over it. The theatre is 
the great rendezvous of Milanese society. The la- 
dies receive in their boxes instead of at home, and, 
being constructed with reference to this custom, they 
are deep and narrow. Not more than two persona 
can occupy a front seat. Between the seats in the 
pit and the front boxes there is a wide qiace left 
for the gentlemen to promenade. 

The music is a secondary object, holding &e same 
place it does in a drawing-room. A fevourife air 
or a favourite performer arrests attention for a few , 
moments, but, as far as I have observed, even the 
mofflcal Italian is not exempt titan the common in- 
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flmutjr of pnSamg the Bound of his own voice 
to anodicr's, tboogh to be not attuned to heavenly 
b&nDOny. 

Tha« was the abashing effrontery in staling which, 
when ocouning in the street, I have imputed to it be- 
ing rather a phenomenon to see young ladies walk- 
ing about as our girls do. But the gaze of men 
lounging before our box, and aometijiieg planting 
their eyeglaoea asd reconmutring for the ^>ace of 
two or diree nunutes^ compared with the rc^)ect with 
^i^iich our women at home are treated, indicates 
rather strongly &dr rdatire positioD in the two 
oountries. 

After having heard Gciti, Fersiana, Rutm, La 
Blacbe, &c., the noging here was no great affair. 
The Italians can no longer afford to pay th^ best 
singera. The presence of art and the result of study 
are striking in the stage-management The opera, 
irilh all its acceasories, is the study of this nation, 
Bs " finandal lyst^ns" are the study of England and 
the TJiuted States. 

During the ballet, which, by-the-way, is inteiject* 
ed between the acts of the opera, much to the dis- 
turbaoce of its effect, there was a corps of between 
fottj and iStj dancii^-girls on the stage at the 
same moment, not perceptibly varying in height 
Utese children are truned for the ballet at a school 
iopported 1:^ Uie government— for the ballet, and 
for iphat besides ? This should be a fearful question 
to diose who must answer it It would, I should 
bope, cure oor people's mud entbufiasiu for opera- 
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daneers to witness the e^diibition of these poor 
young thiags. I felt sorry for our dear girls, and 
mortified for myself, that ve were present at such ob- 
scenity. I cannot call it ty a more comprcHniong 
name. 

There were 500 persons on ^ stage at one time, 
amoi^ tbem 200 soldieis belonging to the Austrian 
army. The emperor pays a laige sum annually to 
sa^wrt the opera at La Scala, considering it an e& 
ficicnt instrument for tranquillizing the political pulse 
ef Italy. No wonder that sirens must be employed 
to sing lullal»e3 to those who have a master's canon 
pointed at th^ homes. Among other jNroofi which 
the emperor has that the love of treedom (that Di- 
vine and inextinguiEhable essence) is at work in the 
hearts of the Milanese, is the fact that no Italian 
lady rec«ves an Austrian officer in her box with im- 
punity. It matters not what rank he holds ; if tdie 
iec«Tes him she is put into Corentiy by her coun- 
trymen. Is there not hope of a people who, while 
their chains are clanking, dare thus openly to dis- 
dain their masters 1* 

• It ii tnie, we (M no tBtionil pratpset of fraedom tat Italy. 
OYcnbadowed aa it is by Austrlaa despolismrBDd overpowered bj 
ths prei«iee oT bet immeiue nuUtary force, and, whet is still wocm, 
braksD into ainall Vid hoatile lUtea wiUKHit eae fedeiUiTs prineipls 
orfaeling. But we conniii deapair of a paopla wbo, Uka Oia MiluMW, 
■how that thBf bave inhsriled the apirit of their Alhera ; a ipirit to 
beroicallf eipreaaad in the twelfth centiir;. when Frederic tud asp. 
■laied their alliea from them, raiaied their tenitory, exluaeted thaii 
UsaiaTC, and hilled off their bnTsM soldiers. " We are feeble, for- 
saken, and cniahed," they said; "be i1 bo: it does not beloag to qb to 
vsnqolsh foitiuie, hut to our country we derote oar remeining poe- 
sdiniii. ttke lUeiisth stQl left in our arms, and the bhiod yet boiling 
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Thk two cotlnte, the brothen C~-4, have jnst beat 
to see us, and exprefised theor eagerness to hoDoar 
Confalonieri's letter. The elder C. is Podesta of th« 
' tity, aa office that has fallen irom its oii^al poton- 
tiiJity to a mere mayoral^ ; but Mil), as its gift is a 
proof of Austrian favour, its incumbent -will proba- 
bly be discreetly aby of the friends of the eXika. 
Bat, apart from this pt^oy, «e hare littk reason to 
expect bospitali^. The Italians have no fellowship 
with the Englidi, and into that category we hiW, 
The habits and modes of stxnety in the two countriea 
are ao different that there can be but little pleasure 
fai thor social intercourse. The English gentleman 
in Bngland invites his Italian acquaintance to his 
home ; he comes here, and is offered the entree (^ dM 
Italian's hge. He is oSeoded and cold, and thera 
thor intercourse ends. After the gentlemen left ra^ 
R. a«ked K., ^o had been talking with C — i, ** how 
riie Hked him." " Very much : he is not only awam 
tiiat rice does not grow in New-England, trad that 
the Ohio does not empty into the Atlantic, but ha 
aenns as familia^ with the topography of our coun- 
try as if he had fived there." The count is a maa 
ctf &a world) and usdeistaDds the -most delicate 
made oi flattety. 

tooaiTNiN. TbeTwengimn tout t0raiU(iie>pMi«iD, md, b«(bM 
(obtiuttingi wa will wait, not till tho hope of conquering i« Imt — that 
Uluw Ions bran— bat till 00 iDMOt of n<iitonMra[iuiii1"—BulMn 
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JVoo. 4.— Tbis is the greatest of all MUan's fSte- 
day^^tbe fete of Sta. Carlo Borromeo. The cere* 
tfionies iTtae in the Duomo, and the Fodesta obtaio- 
ed OB places in a " correto " one of the little galler* 
ies aometimeB used, 1 believe, fbi the display of reU 
ics ; and, to crown all, we had. the advantaga of 
Count C's escort. 

The Duomo, which, you know, is the great Ca> 
tbedral of Milan, and esteemed the second church 
in Italy, stiikes a Protestant stranger at this time at 
A temple consecrated to St Charles as its divinity. 
Illostratioas of his life, for the most part indifferoit- 
iy painted, are hanging betweoi its hundred and 
•ixty marble columns. Directly under the dome, io 
the orypt, tboe ia a chapel, where the saint's morttl 
remains, decwated with rich jewels, are preserved 
in a crystal sarcophagus overlaid with alver, with> 
out (as I am told) having undeigone any very tright* 
fill change. I did not look within. I do not like 
to see the image of Qod munuaied. The altar of 
this httle choral, in which silver lamps are always 
huming, is of solid ^ver. The walla are hu&g 
with tapestry of oimson and gold, woven in Milan, 
which cost thirteen pound sterling the braecio (leM 
than three quartos of a yard). £ight bas-reUe& ia 
pure silver, depicting the most striking events in the 
sainf s life, cover panels of &e wall ; and at each 
angle is a statue of putc silver. One of the ba^ 
relief re^Kaents the sunt distributing to the poor 
twenty thooaand pounds, the avuls of an estata, 
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nrhicii be sold to relieve them in a lime of extra- 
ordiDary distress. Queiy, how would he approve 
(he wealth in mort-main in his chapel 1 I have 
bem thus particular, my dear C, to show yoa bow 
the generous gratitude of the fiom has been wast- 
ed and perverted by piiestly ignorance and su- 
perstition. This chapel is no just memorial of St 
Charles. His records are scattered over the Milan- 
ese territory, in wise and merciful institutions; so 
you may turn your denunciatian of CathoUc abosei 
into the wholesome channd of veneration for Chris- 
tian virtues in Catholic form. St Charles deserves 
everything short of the Irvine honours rendered to 
him. He was 'made archbishop and cardinal in hia 
twenty-third year. He lived with the ^mpliia^ of 
Fenelon, sub^sting on vegetables, sleeping on a 
straw-bed, and di^nmng in private, with the at- 
tendance of s«-vant8. He visited the obscurest vil- 
lages of his diocese, and penetrated even into the re- 
cesses of the Alps. He reformed the monastic estab- 
lishments and instituted parochial schools. He was 
the or^mator of Sunda}/-schools. We saw a large 
collection of boys and girls in the Duomo, taught 
by priests and laymen, and learned this school waa 
instituted by St Charles. We saw the peasants Back- 
ing to Qiot parish church on Sunday, and were told 
they were go'mg to the instruction provided by St- 
Charles ! He founded schools, collies, hospitals, 
and a lazaretto. In every town in which be resided 
he left a memorial of his enlightened generosity, a 
eoHege, an ho^tital, or a fountain. There are tea 
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bostataU and five colleges oS hit fixutdingi and 
fountains without number. He poured out gifts of 
gold like water, and, better than tlus, he submitted 
his expenditure to a rigid scrutiny. After hearing 
all this, you would not stint the homage rendered to 
turn, though you might v/ieti to modi]^ its fonn. 

I must confess that, to a Protestant Puritan, dis- 
daining forms and symbols, and disabused of the 
mysteries of the Church, the ceremonies appear 
like a theatrical pageant On the high altar there 
were statues in massive alver of St Charles and of 
St Ambrose, the patron-saiat of Milan, and, GlUng 
the interval between them, busts with mitred heads, 
also of olver. The treaGure of the church was 
arranged agtunst a oiotson hanging, much as dishes 
are arranged on a dresser. On one Ade sat the 
archtnshop on a throne widt a golden mitre, and in 
magnificent robes. 

Wtfain the choir opposite to as sat the civic r^ 
resentatives of the citf , the Podesta at their head, 
before a table covered with a rich cloth, on which 
were emblazoned the armorial bearings of Milan in 
her hap[uer — -her free days t The choir was filled 
with bishops, priests, and canons. IHrectly beneath 
Ds stood, with fixed bayonets and helmet-like cmpa, 
B line ofgonies de/m. The nave was nearly filled 
yrith people of all conditions ; and what a multitude 
there might be without a crowd, you may imagine 
from the Cathedral being 449 Paris feet in length 
and 376 in breadth. 

If it were posable for me to describe the cer^no- 
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nieei, it would be most tiresome to yoo. There was 
<dianting and murac, good and bad, as lively as a 
merry dance and as solemn as a dii^e. There was 
a consecratioQ of the host and burning of incense, 
and a kneeling of the vast multitude. There was 
much mummeiy of the priests. The atchbisbop was 
disrobed ; and, as he l^d a^de each consecrated ar- 
ticle of his apparel, he Idssed it. A kneeling priest 
presented him a gold^ ewer, and he washed hia 
hands. There was a procession of priests, and hom- 
age rendered by the civic representatives, and a be- 
stowal of peace by the archbishop, transmitted by 
the priests in a manner which the girls likened to 
the elegant diversion of our childhood, " Hold fast 
what I give you," The whole concluded with a 
cUscourse on the merits of St Charles, in the midst 
of winch we came away with the feehng that we 
had been witnessing a sort of melo-drama. But 
I rather think this feeling was quite as far from 
Christian as the ceremonies we contemned. Time 
and use have consecrated them to the pious Cath- 
olic To him, each observation of thu to us empty 
and inexpres^ve show imbodies some pious thought 
or holy memory. And, encumbered as the Catholic 
feilh is, and perverted as it assuredly is from the 
ori^nal simplicity of the Gospel, it has, we know, 
its living saints, and many a worshipper, I tnist, 
who, in spite of all these clouds and darkness, 
worships in spirit and in truth, 
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CooNT C-~i came again today to lionise us, and 
■we went forth in spite <jf the rain, for we have not 
time to wait till the waters " abate from the fac« of 
the earth." Will you not like, my dear C, to hear 
something of the charitable institutions of Milan, 
and to know that this work of Christian love is well 
done here 1 

We droye first to the institution for iemale or- 
phans. This was founded in the fifteenth century 
by one of the Borromeo family, a couan of St 
Charles. The building is spaaoiis, built, as I be- 
lieve all the iBxge habitations are here, around a 
court, and with broad porticoes on the four sides, 
where the girls can have plenty of free exercise 
when the bad weather keeps them from tb<ur gar- 
den. Their garden is even now, on the heels of 
winter, beautiful ; the grapes still in leaf, roses in 
bloom, and the foliage not more faded than ours is 
towards the last of September. The establishment 
is well endowed. The girls are received from the 
age of seven to ten, and retained till they are eigh- 
teen. They are instructed in reading, writing, ci- 
phehng, compo^tion, and in female handicraft. 
They excel in embrudery. We saw most delicate 
woric in progress for royal trousseaux. When the 
girls leave the institution, if they are not so fortunate 
as to get husbands at once — not a rare occurrence, 
the matron told us — they are placed as domestics 
or in shops. We saw them in their long work-room, 
with the picture of the Virgin Mary at one end of it 
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(that holiest image of lore to a Cadiolic eye), ranged 
on each idde of the t&ble, with th«r voik-baskets, 
cushions, and the implements of their art in the 
neatest order; some were making garments, the most 
acccmph^ed embnndeiing, and the youngest at 
plain sewig or knitting. Tha« is a little pulpit 
half way up ttie room, from which ooe of the giris 
reads prayers daily, and occaaonally a book of de* 
votion. Secular books are not permitted. 

The dormitories are spadous apartments, lo% and 
wdl veniUaied, and as tidily arranged as our neigh* 
hours the Shaking Quakers', and with radier more to 
feed the imagi&ation. Beside each single bed, spread 
with a pure white Maiaeillee cover, there hangs ths 
picture of a saint, sometimes a crucifix, and always 
a rosary ; and about the walls are pictures of those 
good old men and [mous women that constitute the 
world of the pious Catliolic; and for each oom- 
pagnia (or class) there is' an altar, with all pn^ier 
appurtenances thereunto belonging, where prayers 
are said night and morning. 

We went into the chapel, the kitchen, and tiie 
distiHing-romn, where several girls were busily em- 
ployed ; and finally into ttie dining-room, just as 
the bell was ringbg for dinner. The girls came 
trooping in in orderly files — beautiful girls they were 
— and each, as she passed, scduted us with a grace- 
fill bow and a sweet smile. I wish teai^ng could 
give such manners, and our stiff-jointed girls couht 
be taught them ! The taUe was neatly spread, witii 
a napkm at each plate. The soup was e»:ellent, 
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ha I proved bj taking a spoon from one of the lit- 
tle things and tasting it, at which she looked up 
so pleased that you would certainly have kissed the 
bloonung round cheek she willingly turned to me — 
and so did I. Besides the soup there was a small 
portion of meat, potatoes, excellent bread, and white 
and red wine. Their supper consists of bread, sal- 
ad, and fruit. On the whole, I came to the conclu* 
sion that the orphan's Providence in Milan is better 
than father and mother. 

Our conductress, who looked rery hke a respect- 
able New-England countrywoman, gave me a. bou- 
quet at parting ; and, as we got into the carriage, our 
most elegant of caraliers took off his hat and bow- 
ed to her with as deferential a courtesy as if she 
had been a royal princess. 

Our next viat was to an infant'school of one hun- 
dred and fifty children, under six years of age, of 
which Count C — i b director. This is one of seven 
in^t-schools in Milan, all supported by private 
charities. The children, boj-s and girls, were dress* 
ed alike in bloiises of a stout cotton plaid. They 
were eating a good soup when we entered, all ex- 
cept one little transgressor, wto stood in a corner of 
tiie room, condemned to expate some sin in this 
pui^atoiy. He attracted C's compassion, and his 
superb figm« bending over him was a picture. The 
little penitent was, of course, soon trmsferred to a 
hungry boy's paradise — the dinner-table After 
chanting an after-dinner grace, they tramped into 
an adjcdning room, where they went Qirough a drill 

Vol. n.— E 
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for our GdiGcation, showing themselves as Well in- 
Etmcted as the young saratis of omilar institutions 
in our New-England Athens. 

They finished with a catechism somewhat diSer- 
ing from ours. " ^^'he^e is Paradise 1" a^ed th^ 
teacher. "-In the invisible heaven." " Why invis- 
ible ?" To which, while I was wpecting in re- 
sponse sonte metaphyseal enigma, the boy replied, 
" Perchi se vede nit" (" Because it is not seen"). 
" What did you become by baptism V asked the 
teacher. "A Christian." " Are you all Christians 1" 
They replied, in chorus, "Noi siamo tutti Cristiani, 
per la grazia di Dio !" (" We are all Christians by 
the grace of God"). Poor httle fellows \ May 
they learn by experience what the glorious posses- 
ion is, ognified by the name which alone the rite of 
baptism can ^ve. 



We awoke this morning to a bright day, the first 
unclouded one we have had for weeks — and this is 
" Sella Italia!" The girls were enchanted, as girls 
may be, with sallying forth in their new bonnets and 
fair-weather dresses. C's carrii^e was at our hotel 
at an early hour (for tins was to be a busy day), and 
off we drove to the hospital, an institution founded 
in 1456 by Francesco Sforza, fourth Duke of Milan. 
He gave his palace, a cuiioos autique it is, now, how- 
ever, forming but a small portitm of the pile of build- 
ings. Sncces^ve donations tuve enriched the institu- 
tion, till its income amounts to two hundred and 6fty 



. 3 i,z;db, Google 



MILAW. 51 

diousand dollars. There is prormon for two thou- 
saDd two hundred and forty persons, aod during the 
past summer the hospital has heen fiill. 

Supported by this foundation, but without the 
town, theru is an insane hospital, a lying-in hospital^ 
and a foundling hospital, where there are now nine . 
dousand children ! And, besides this, chanties are 
distributed to individuals throughout the Milanese 
territory, in cases where it is considered inexpedient 
to remove th^n to ihe hospital. 

There is a fine bathing establishment Some 
baths are appropriated exclusively to patients af- 
fficted with a fever peculiar to Lombardy, resem- 
bling leprosy, for which the warm bath is the 
only known remedy. There are plenty of diseases, 
I fancy, prev^ling among the poor in Italy, for 
which the warm bath and plenty of soap would be 
a cure. 

After going through the repositories for clothes, 
the galleries and courts for exercise, the laboratory, 
flte kitchen (whete immense quantities of wholesome 
food were in preparation), I said to C — i, " The 
peasants must be very glad to have a good reason 
for coming here." "On the contrary," he said, 
" tliey are unwiUing to leave their homes, and never 
come till foreed by misery." Truly He who " set 
the solitary in families" knew the elements of the 
affections He had given, and for which He was pro- 
viding. 

We passed through some of the apartments where 
were great congregations of die aide, each sunound- 
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ed with sufiering, and yet in what was to bim com- 
plete solitude. No wonder man everywhere dings 
to the wretchedest home where he can feel a moth- 
er's hand, meet the eye of a wife or aster, hear the 
voices of bis children, and see some mute objects 
that touch the springs of memory and hope! 

I suppose this is much like other hospitals. I 
never was in one before, and the scene haunts me 
— those haggard faces of vacancy, or of weaimess 
and misery. A few were reading religious books, 
one man was confes^g to his priest, and a conva- 
lescent was receiving instructioo from a layman, one 
of a society of men and women who devote them^ 
selves to the igtmant poor. A screen was drawn 
around one bed, to hide the unconscious tenant from 
whom the world was forever hidden. 

In the " Arciuvia" we were shown Sforza's origi- 
nal deed of gift, with his autograph ; and, what 
pleased me much more, a deed of pA from my fa- 
vourite St Charles, with kit autograph. Ttiis slight 
record of our superfidal observation of the charita- 
ble institutions of Milan will convince you that 
Italy is not merely the mass of vice, b^gary, and 
impotence it is so often represented, but that there 
are yet left more than the ten righteous to save the 
dties. 



Ok leaving the hospital a change came ** o'er the 
^irit of our dream." 0-^i said the day was made 
to see the view from the t^e of the Duomo ; so we 



. 3 iizodb, Google 



went there, and wound up the ahnost interminable 
but coiiTenient staircase to the lower roof. 

This Cathedral is of white marble, that is, original- 
ly white ; but as it was begun in the fourteenth cen- 
tury, a great part is discoloured, nearly blackened. 
It, however, contrasts well with the glittering white- 
ness of that portion finished in the 6me of Napoleon. 
It is a histoiy in stone, going far back into the dim 
ages. I am always on Uie verge of a description of 
these bewitching cathedrals, in spite of my resolution 
against it. But I am give none, and therefore mere- . 
ly tell you that the ediiSce is supported by fifty-two 
marble columns ; that three of its sides are covered 
with bas-relieis, with dngle figures and groups of 
figures ; that there are more than 3000 statues on it ; 
that there are 100 ^ires running up into points call- 
ed needles, each surmounted with a statue, and in 
the centre, and rising above all, a marble gilt statue 
of the Virgin crowned Queen of Heaven. You 
have no conception of the prodigali^ of its adorn- 
ments till you are on the roof, and pass from marble 
terrace to terrace, up one flight of marble stairs and 
another, and another, and through labyrinths of gal- 
leries, and groups of statues of old monks, pilgrims, 
saints, cherubs, and children; every angle, every 
little niche filled with them ; and see, far above you, 
those hundred figures on their airy pinnacles, look- 
ing as if they were native to the element they are in, 
and might move upon it You may, peihaps, have 
some idea of the extent of this intricate maze of art 
and beauty when I tell you that persons have wan- 
E2 
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dered about hen fi>r houra, los^ and unable to find a 
dew to ^ihe [dace where they entered. 

If Gibbon, who waa not addicted to pious reflec- 
tions, exclaimed after his elaborate description of St. 
Sophia, " How dull ia the aiti£ce, how small the la- 
bour, compared with the fonnation of the vilest in< 
sect that creeps upon the surface of the temple!" 
what, think you, must have been our sensations 
when, having passed every obstnictiDn to our sight, 
we rused our eyes from this go^eous eMce to a 
temple not built with man's hands — to God's most 
beautiful worlc on earth, to the Alps, bounding one 
third of a horizon of magnificent extent, every point 
defined, every outline marked on the clear atmo- 
sphere — to Monte Rosa, sitting a Queen of Beauty 
on her high thrtme, shining like the angel in the 
Apocalypse, whom the rapt apostle saw standing in 
the sun. We were in danger of forgetting our hu- 
mamty, but our sght was overpowered, our field of 
vinon contracted to the rich plains of Lombardy, 
then to the dty under us, to Ihe piazza dd dvamo, 
and to those detestable loaded and pruned Austrian 
canon, and we became quite conscious that this was 
not the best of all pos^ble worlds ! 

After winding up the staircase within the central 
and loftiest spire, we reached a point from wluch our 
first resting-place seemed hardly removed from the 
ground. We came down to the marble vrilderoess 
again, and wandered for an hour over it Once C — i 
paused, and, plaung his hand on a balustrade, said, 
"Do you like tragedies 1" Young people always 
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do, Knd OUTS looking like the ebger listencis they 
vere, he proceeded: "Two years ago thae was a 
Milanese pasnonately attached to a young niBTried 
woman of our aiy, whose hosband became jealous, 
and feaHiil to the lovers. In their mad paaaon and 
despair they agreed to meet here and throw them- 
selves off. Both were true to the appointment, bat 
when the woman saw before her the terrible death 
to which she had consented, her nerves trere not 
strong enough, and she tried to escape from her 
lover. His resolve, however, was unshaken; for an 
hour he pursued, she fiying through these galleries, 
over the terraces, running up these long staircases and 
gliding down, now hiding, now darting out again ; 
hut finally he caught her, dragged her here, and, while 
she was shrieking, clasped her in his ansa and leap- 
ed from this balustrade — ^look down, and you may 
imagine the horrors of the death." We looked down 
at the jutting points that tntemipted the descent to the 
pavement, and all turned away silent and shuddering. 



We found Madame T. at our hotel, full of cor- 
diality, ammation, and tdndness. She had come in 
from her villa at Desio to keep her appointment 
with us. She first took us to her town-house, which 
has recently undeigone a remodelling and refumish- 
ing,and a most luxurious establishment it is. Theper- 
fection of Parisian taste, the masterly workmanship 
of England, and the beautiful art of her own country, 
have all been made subservient to wealth almost un- 
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limited. It seemed to me like the realization of an 
Arabian tale. I have seen lusurioua iurDiture else- 
where, but nothing, not even at Windsor Castle, so 
beautiflil as Madame T.'s punted ceilings, iiet mo- 
saic floors, and a window painted hy Pala^;io, in 
the exquiate colours wluch modem art has revivedj 
iUii&trating Ivanhoe. How Scott has chained the 
arts to his triumphal car ! There was a screen, too, 
exquisitely painted by the same artist We went 
through the whole suite of apartments, dining-room, 
coflee-room, drawing-room, music-room, billiard- 
room, &C., Madame T. pointing out the details to us 
with the undi^uised naive pleasure of a chiM. " Je 
vous assure," she said, " que lorsqu'il y a les rideaiix 
en velours et satin blanc avec les derriere-iideaux 
en tulle brod^, c'a fait un bel etfet."* An English 
or American woman would have affected some little 
reserve ; the frankness of the Italian lady was bet- 
ter. When we expressed our admiration, Madame 
T. said, "This is all very well, but you must see 
the Countess S.'s house. It is far superior to mine."t 

* "future jou.lhat whsa Ihe curtatnaof TeUetuid white ntiii, 
with thn imder-caniina of smbnridned TuUe, ua up, the efiacl ii 
beuitiCul." 

t W« Here sftermrd >hoiTD the CoonCau S.'s apnlinanU. The 
filmilun wu mosl luiurioan, end there were besutlfal (calplun 
■nd painting, but Uie houH was not in as good lute w Hadame 
T.'a, Dor more magniGcenl, I waa ittnctad bj a atriking, Gerce- 
lookhll portrait, and uked an Itilian gHilleiiun with na if tlut waa 
the cooDteii'a haabaod. " Ot^-no," ha replied ; " aha hu not liied 
with her Imiband for aoou jeara. Thia ia the picture of an opera- 
ainger, a faTouiite of the eoonleis ; ahe bu na children, I bsliere," 
Itaadded, ippaalinf Id our cicerraie. "I beg foor pudm," replied 
the man, coollj, " ahe tiu one, not quite a jen old." I afterwiFd 
kuued Ibia woQUD had a DOtorietj that rivalled Calhaiine'i of Rna- 
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Madame T. accompanied us to the shidii of Hayez 
and Palaggio, the two most celebrated painters of 
Northern Italy. Ad Italian stodio is always inter- 
esting, enriched as it is with the models, drawing;^ 
hCf &c, that are the studies of the artist. Pala^io 
is an architect and antiquarian as well as punter, 
and spends whatever he acquires (which is no trifle) 
upon some treasure or curiosity of art, so that his 
rooms looked more like a museum than a studio. I 
might bore you with a description of some things 
that we saw here, but that my mind was too j^eoc- 
cupied to observe Pala^o's paintings, or even to 
heed his friend Madame T.'s enthusiastic praises of 
them. In coming here, she had pointed out to us 
Confeloiueri's house, the suite of apartments occu- 
pied l^ lus angelic countess, and the cupola through 
wldch he attempted to escape when he was s^ed 
by the Austrian police. All this produced too Ttvid 
an impresaon of our friend's sufferings to allow ai^ 
pleasant sensations immediately to succeed it You 
will be glad to hear that Count C — ^i has been the 
faithfbl steward of Confalonieri, as Madame T. ex- 
pressed it, " La True Providence." R. and the girls 
passed the eveiung in the Podesta's Ic^ at the 
Opera. 

dt; SDdrel tbit, «rfa«Da>er tben npaib roam* w«re tbiown open, 
Uuf wars filled with lbs noblest lociet; in Hilso. " HsIb que toa- 
laz TDiu T" taid > MilMiSBa gentleman to a joang Engliah ladj who 
had dscUned the counten'a iD7itati<Hi ; " elle sit une lemme char- 
mants— pathitemtot kMQ Uerte !" BMkwoods butntianu uf bet- 
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This morning we set ofT on an ezcurKon planned 
for us by our kind friends, and came first, attended 
hy O — a, to Monza, some eight or nine miles from 
Milan. This city, you know, is often named in the 
history of the Italian Republics. It has now an im- 
perial palace, where the viceroy occatdonaUy lives, 
where he has a noble park, which, however, does 
not suffice for his royal hunts, and so there are addi- 
tions to it ; pairings cut off from the grounds of the 
neighbouring gentlemen called " coda ruervata," 
which they must by no means intrude on. What 
thorns must these encroachments be to the impatient 
q>irit of the Italians ! 

We went over the grounds ; they are richly va- 
ried with artificial water, waterfalls, a grotto, &c. 
But the chief object of attraction at Monza is the 
famed iron crown of Lombardy. I felt, I confess, a 
keen desire to see it ; for whatever doubts the ak^ 
tic may throw over the tiansmismon of the veritable 
nuls of the croas from St. Helena to Queen Theo- 
linda, which form the circlet of the iron crown, it 
was, beyond a doubt, (mce placed on the brow of 
Charlemagne and of Napoleon.* It is kept in the 

■ Ladj Hortui condadM a inott nuDDle dMcription of th* pomp 
Ibtt ■ttandad tbe conTcf ing tbe iron crown from Hooi* to Hilm for 
NapolMMi'f coronilioD thui : " Lul cmm ■ caniiga with the muter 
ofcennuHiiet, bearing tba crown on ■ nlnt cuihion. Twcntf-GTs 
of Bonipirta'i old gmrd lurronnded th* honoured vehicle. The 
crown wureeeiTed in Hilm wilhs ttlta of srtillerr and the rlnglog 
of belli, uid at (he poets) of the Cathedral bj the Cardinilucbbiah' 
Of erf' Milan, who bore it thnragb the chorch and depoeitad it rai the ' 
^tai. Tb« fuuda watched roond it during the nighL" 



.glizodbvGoOglc 



Cathedral of MoDza, a rare old edifice with much 
barbaric ornament, and containing among its trea^ 
ure some curious relics of Theolinda, the favourite 
Queen of Lombardy. We §carcely " improved the 
privilege" of se^g tbese tldngs, and looked only at 
a ponderous fan with which her majes^ must rather 
have heated than cooled herself; at a very indifferent 
dressing-comb with a richly-jewelled handle, and at 
Uie sapphire cup, wrought from a single stone, in 
which her majesty pledged her second husband ! 

It was evident that our friends had made great 
eflRirts to obtain for us a sight of the real crown, and 
that very solemn observances were necessary to 
showing it, which I fear we were quite incapable of 
appreciating. Sevnal priests entered and put on 
their sacred robes. One knelt, while others placed 
a ladder against the wall to ascend to the shrine 
where, above the high altar, this crown is kept en- 
closed. Three locks were turned with golden keys. 
The kneeling priest flourished his silver censer; 
sending up a cloud of incense, and half veiled by it, a 
huge cross, resplendent with jewels, was brought 
down, and the sacred crown forming its centre 
was revealed to our profane eyes, lie nmls are 
made into a ring of iron, enclosed by a circlet of 
pure gold studded wilb priceless jewels. In the 
arms of the cross, which is of wood covered with 
gold, are set, at short spaces apart, small glass 
cases containing precious relics, the sponge and 
reed of the crucifixion, tats of the true cross, &c. 
llie cross was restored to its position with a repeti- 
tion of the ceremonies, the prayers, and the incense ; 
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and, finally, the prindpal official took off lua robei 
one by one, and kisBed each » he Teverentlj folded 
it I was glad when it was all over ; for these reli- 
gious ceremonies, where I am forerer Tibratiiig be- 
tween the humility of coosudus ignorance and the 
pride of a superior liberty, are always paiofol to me. 
That grand oM barbaric monan^, Frederic Bar- 
faaroaaa, by turns the scourge and victiin of the 
church, lies here. We were obliged to pass widk> 
out examination his sarcophagus and monmoent, 
and the curious frescoes of Ais Cathedral, for we 
wanted time on our way to Desio to atop at the 
monument to the Couhtess Confiilonieri. She is 
buried ia the grounds of her brother, our friend 
Count 0. C — i. The spot is enclosed, and a mar- 
ble monument ia ov» it, with the following beauti- 
All ioBcription written by Manzoni : 

" Teran, naU dt G»pU« Cuali, e di Uoiu Origoai it Xril!. 
Setlembre,HDCCLZXZVII.,in«iUl&*Fr«de[ic(i ConfaUmiwi il 
XIV. Ottobie, MDCCCVl. Onti modeitunente Is proipera gorta 
di lui, I'aAlitta soccorae con I'upera, e pmtecipd coo I'sniino, quaato 
■d open e id inima amaao i craiceduto. CoDsnnla, nu nan linU 
dol eordoslia, mm}, Bpanndo Del ligtiare dei dowdsti, il XZTL Sat- 
tembie, MDCCCXXX. 

" GabriOi Angelo, Ciimilla Coiati alia loralU smintiuiinB «i uno- 
tiuima, enuBto ad a as prepanuo queita aKunnwDtc, per ripania 
tuiti QD glomo accinto alls oan cue s TCDOiata. Tal« IntMito, in- 
ima foiIa e lOBTe 1 Noi, porgsndo tuttaria prsci, ad oSerando aa- 
grificii, par le, confidiaiiii) che, accolla aelV etema luce, djaceini ora 
i miateri dHnlaericcnilla naacoati qnagerul Dei ligoii di Die,"* 

■ " Tereaa, boni of Gaspari Cuati and of Maria Orgoni on tba 
ISIh of September, ITBT, waa married to Frederic CaoEdonieri on ttM 
14th of Octobec, IS06. She adofned hto fnwpeiitT, aod, in ae ftr as 
■ympath; and benafsctiDn are pennltted to a human being, her eaul 
■bared hii adieraiij, and her deeda Mfteiied it. CoMomed, but not 



IglizodbvGoOglc 



HI LAN. 61 

The Trfaole reading world is dow iamiliBr witib the 
character of Theresa Confalonieri; with the partic- 
ulars of the heroic conjugal demotion of this victim 
to Austrian despotism, and martyr to conjugal affec- 
tion. Let your children, fw the sake of thdr char- 
ities, my dear C, rememher that tlus character was 
formed in the bosom of the Catholic Church, and 
sustained in a country where they will be often told 
the women are all-of a piece with the Countess S. 
That the oi^anization of society here, as far aa 
women are concerned, is bad enough, I doubt not j 
hot let us not believe that to be universal which 
is only general. 

Madame T.'s villa is near the little town of De- 
sio. After arriving at Desio we had an hour of 
rich twilight before dinner to see her grounds, 
wluch have given us new ideas of an Italian villa, 
and would lead us to thinlc it is not 90 much a want 
of taste for rural life as a want of means to cany 
out their ideas of art and beauty, that drives the 
Italkn gentry from their country-places. Madame 
T. licks nothing to produce the results she wills. 
Her Gonsoratories, extending many hundred feet on 
each side her manraon. Indicate princely wealth. 

OTetcome bj ttarow, aba died on the 2(Hh of Sepleniber, 1830, tnist- 
Ing in the God of the deioUle. 

"Gibrio, Angela, sod Cuntilo Csrati tuTeersetsd thia moaumaat 
h> theii moat loing and btlofed natet, and prepared it for them- 
■elves, that tlief may one daj repose beside bet dear and feoented 
remaini. Faranell, meaewhOe, brave ud gentle apint ! We, con. 
tinoallr ofibling up prsjen and awrificea for thee, tin at that thoq, r»- 
teivad inlo eUmal life, canst now penetrate the myaleriea of arnvj 
which here below ate hidden in the chutaninga of Ood." 

Vol.. n— F 
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Thej are filled with exotic fruits ami flowera ; one 
b filled with pines in great perfection and pwdtive 
abundance — some five or six thousand well>grown 
plants of ^e cameiia japonica intimate the magnif- 
icent scale of things here. 

On one nde of the estate there is an old abbey 
which serves the purpose of stables and other offices, 
and which, last year, must have looked rather nun- 
ousand£a/t(mijA; this has been recently ingeniously 
masked under the direction of the artist Palaggio, and 
now appears to be fragments of an acqueduct and 
an old abbey church with a tower, from which you 
have a view over half the rich plains of Lombardy, 
of an amphitheatre of Alps, of Como in the dis- 
tance, and — I could fill my ^eet with names that 
would make your heart beat if you had been here. 
Within the edifice there is a theatre and a salle 
d'annes, which is to be also a museum, and is al- 
ready well begun with a collection of antiques. 

There are noble avenues of old tre^ that might 
make an Engli^man look up and around him. 
Through one of these we went to a pretty toy of 
8 labyrinth, where one nu^t get "a little lost" 
Vfe Were soon extricated by our lady, who held the 
dew, and who led us around the winding, bosky 
mar^ of a lake so extensive that I did not dream 
nature had not set it there and filled its generous 
basin, till Madame T. told me it was fed by a stream 
of water4>rought from Lake Como ; and this stream 
fkiws through the grounds ; now leaping over a pre- 
dpice, and now dancing over a rocky channel, and 
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an^Bg OB its way as if it diose iia own pleasant 
path. There are macy artificial elevations ; we pass< 
ed over one haK as hi^ as our Laurel Hill, with 
fiill-grown trees upon it ; and between this and an- 
other is a wUd dell with a cascade, an aerial bridge, 
and tangled shrabbery : a cabinet picture of some 
passages in Switzerland j and on my saying this, 
Madame T. readied, she called it her " Suisse." At 
one end of the Jake, near a Sherman's hut, is a moo- 
nment to Tasso, half hiddra with bays. There was 
a Jislung-boat near the hut, and so I took it for a 
true story; but, on Madam T. throwing open the 
door, we entered an apartment fitted, up with mu- 
sical instruments, which she modestly called h^ 
sewing-room. How fit it is for that sedative em- 
ployment you may judge : there is a lovely statue 
in the middle of the room ; the walk and ceiling are 
covered with iUustratioiis of Tasso in fiasco, and 
from each window is s difierent and most enchanting 
view. 

** What a happy woman you must be !" said I to 
our charming hostess, " to be the mistress of this 
most lovely placet" (a foolish remark enough, by- 
the-by) ; her face changed, her eyes filled witb.tears, 
and after allodrng to repeated afflictions from the 
severance of domestic ties by death, and to the suf. 
ferings of her friends fi}r tJieir political opinions, she 
eonduded, "you know something of the human 
heart— judgft for me, can I be happy '?" Alas! alas! 
what contrasts are there between the exterior and 
interior of life ! 
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Tie deepming twilight drove in in, and Madame 
T., who, to the refinetoeiits of her elegant hospitalit/t 
adds the higher grace of frank, uncerBinoniouB tdnd< 
ness, conducted us herself to our apartments, wher6 
ve truly were lost in six innnense rooms, each as 
lai^ as half an American houae, and a pretty fair- 
Bzed one toa We drew as nearly together as we 
could, and made a settlement in these vast solitudes^ 
vbich, I confes, lo<d[ rather dreary, \nth our preju- 
dices in favour of carpets, snugness, comfort, and 
Buch un-Italian, unartistic ideas ! 

There was a family party at ditmer. Madame 
T.'s nieces and grand-nieces are staying with her. 
The children were at table. " Our Italian custom," 
Madame T. says, and a wholesome one it is. The 
dinner wai served in the ^ishitHi of Madame K.'8 at 
Frankfort ; fruit, flowers, and sweetmeats oidy placed 
on the table, and, being but little more than a &ab> 
ily dinner, would, I think, rather have starUed those 
people who fancy Italians all live on maccaroni and 
eau Sucre. The cookery was in the beat French 
style. The French, I believe, give the law to the 
kitchens as well as the ^ets of the tnvilized world. 
We had a delicacy much esteemed here — ^ttie I^ed- 
montese truffle. It was served as a salad, is white, 
very good, and very costly. The gentleman who 
sat on my right (die curate of the village, a pemm 
certainly not falling within the ctMidemnatitm of 
the gourmand who says a man is a fool who docs 
not love truffles) told me, in the intervals of swal- 
lowing at least half a pound of them, diat they cost - 
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between serea and fourteen francs the ounce t Be- 
ades all the fruits in season, and deliaous honu- 
grown pines, we had a fruit called nespuii, much 
liked hece, whii^, to m; taste, resembled Mx bozea 
and thawed apple I have picked up under out apple- 
trees inaaunny Marchday; and, will you beUeve it, 
villadous as it was, it had a smack of home and 
ehildisb and rustic things, that in this far land, ia 
the oddst of all these luxuries, brought tears to wy 
tyea. There was another strange foreign fruit verj 
^eity imd passably good, resembling the seed-ves- 
sel of some flower, and called chichirtgie. The 
evemng was filled up with Chinese billiards for the 
^Is and common billiards for the gentlemen, and 
a diverting lesson in Milanese from the count to the 
girls, who are highly amused with the crackii^ 
sound of this spuriouB Italian. My evening was 
spent in talking with Madame T. and with the 
curate of the Catholic religion in America. -He 
was much surprised at the idea of its gaining 
ground there, and much delighted too ; and he pro- 
posed to an octogenarian brother of Monsieur T. 
a pilgrimage to the Valley of the Mis^saippi, about 
wluch, I suspect, I gave him his most defimte oor 
tion by telling him that no brufflea grew there I 

Madame T., who uses her privilege of sex in 
taltdng freely (and eloquently, too) on forbiddoi 
subjects, roused all our sympathies by her pardco- 
Jars of the petty and irritating annoyances to which 
the Austrian surveillance subjects them. 
F2 . 
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My dear C, it is vmtth dte troat^ of a {olgrim- 

■ge to the Old World to learn to feel — to realize our 
political blesangs and our political exonptiotis. 
And what do those renegadoea deserve — ^I cannot call 
them hj a gentler name — ^who, enjoying the order 
of deqiotism in traTcllmg through Europe, come 
home and extol (he Austrian government, and aigfa 
for those conntries vhere there is no danger that 
freedom may run into the madness of " Lynch-law V* 
What is eveiy t^rrannical decree of absoiatism but a 
Lyncb-law 1 I have met an Englishman vho 'was 
not ashamed to prefer the quiet of Austrian domii^ 
ion to a govemment that involved the tumult of an 
Engli^ election I Would these people be cured} 
think ye, by a year's solitary reflection in the dun- 
geons of Spielberg 1 But " good-night ;" I am too 
tired fyr poUtical or ^y o^er speculatirai — re 
her, ve began the day at Monza. 



MiliD, NoTBmbei 1 1. 

My i»&b C, 
We have returned from our three days' excursion^ 
and as I bear the rain pattering on the pavemrat, 
and look up through our dingy window, it seems but 
a brilliant dream. We waked at Dedo to sut^ a 
morning as might have in^ired Ouido's oonceptHm 
of his Aurora, and, after a breakfast which our 
bountiful hostess eniiched with every barbu^ism, 
English and American, she had ever heard of, iiH 
eluding tea, whose odorous Iseath for the first time> 
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I ttatj, incensed Aat old Italian manfflon, we aet (^ 
in two carriages ibr Como. I waa much amused 
and somewhat instTucted by queatioos which Ma- 
dame T. and the count put to me relatiYe to Ameri- 
can courtahips and maniages. The count had juat 
come Irom the marriage of a mece who had seen 
her husband but once or twice, and never bat in tba 
preseaoe of her family. Italian marriages in high 
life were all, he confessed, mere mamages of conW' 
nance, arranged by the parents ; so that, as Byrcn 
has said, " marrying &a the parents, they lore f<v 
theoiaelves." 

I asked if th^ young women were aJmya panive 
nnder these contracts made by their guardians— no; 
ttie reluctance was sometimes too strong to be 
mastered, and it was not uncommon for them to 
draw back eren at the altar. " But was it posable," 
be asked, " that our young people were allowed paw 
fectly unsliackled iuteicoarse after the engagement, 
.without the eye of the mother or any guardian what- 
ever." And then, at my plain story of oar modes 
oS proceeding, there were such " Men Dieus '" tuid 
" IMo MioB !" But, finally, they aided with an hon- 
est and hearty admiratton of that system where free- 
dom and confidence msured safety, and afforded &e 
best chance and fiecm^ foe a&ctiao. Young 
isunarried wtHoen in Milan, C — i said, were as 
much secluded as in Turkey. " They go frao &eit 
houses to the theatre, and in the summer to thor vil- 
las. Th^ are aa incapable as children of taking 
care of QiemselTes; youDught w well scaEid the Pu- 
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(ooo flying throogh the air, as five Italian ladies to 
travel I" " Do you know," he asked me, " how you 
wcrald instaDtly be known in the streets of any ItaU 
ian city to be English 1"* "No." "Because you 
Recede your young ladies ; an Italian lady always 
^eps bet |>rotc^6es under her eye." Is not this e 
key to our relative position 1 

We came all too soon to Como, now a pocnr little 
town on the lake^e, with some vestiges of its for- 
Bier magnifieeuca in towers and walk, a rich old Ca- 
lUiedralt antique columns, &<c. The approach to it 
ii picturesque. The ruins of a fine old feudal cas- 
tie, standing on an almost inaccessible pinnacle, over- 
bang il; but there is little left to remind you that it 
vas once ^e rival of Milan. 

Madame T. had arranged our exeucuon, and 
hei«, to our great regret, she was obliged to leave 
us, Sut we are becoming philosophic ; we turned 
fjota our vanishing pleasures to the lake basldag 
in uinshiue, to the pidiuesque little boats tk>ating 
about on it, and to a certam most attractive one 
vitb a pretty centre-table and scarlet cushions, 
which our cavaliers were deftly arraog^g ; and in a 
few minntea mors we were in it, and, rowed by four 
etoMt oarsmen, passed the gate-like entrance to the 
lake, guarded by statues, and fairly entered on our 
leinisture voyage. The air (Novemba 9th!) was 
AS soft as in one of our mellowest June evenings, and . 

* ^Afflfricsnt prs for t}ie mopt patt meiged in )bp Engliih on tb# 
Continent- One t)( our putf said to an Italian, " Bat we nie'aot 

SagMAf »Ab— bo; bi«BnglJ8b Aroan<W— Dllrteww*," 
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dKf(diag«badanimmerfi-e8h&«K. Wehnewea 
tsd fielt DOtfaing before like this Oiiental besntf, 
luxoiy, and warmth. The vines are fresh, mjrtlei^ 
olive, and fig-trees are intenningled with them ; the 
nanow margin t^ the lake is studded wifli -nllas ; 
Hie high hills &at rise predpitonely orer it ai« 
teiraeed; and summer-house^ etatuea, and teia» 
flea, all give it the appearance of festive ground, 
where Summer, Qaeen of Love and Beanty, hokU 
perpetual revels. The Alps bound the horizon on 
the norlh. There "winter and rough weath^ 
hare th^ rrign; and as I looked at th^ ston 
outline and unrel^iting " eternal" snows, they Kp- 
peaied to me the fitting «nblem of Austrian deqii>> 
tism brooding over this land of beauty ! 

We passed Queen Caroline's villa. These sur- 
Toundings, you may ronranber, were ihe scene of some 
of the scandal that came out on her most scanda- 
lous trial ,- and we passed- a lovely remdence of PBSh 
ta's, where this woman, who held the mus&Joving 
world at thraldom, is living in happy seelnuon on 
" country contentments," an example of filial and 
maternal devotion. A beautiful villa belonging to 
Count Pono was pointed oat to as ; and as I looked 
on its lovely portion and rich adornments, I fdt 
friiat these noble Italian eadles risked and lost in 
dieir holy cause — but not lost ! Every self-sacrifl^ 
cing effort in this cause is written in ths book d 
life! 

We saw the PUmanOf where the little rivulet 
nbqr described nearly SOOO years ago ebbs and 



.glizodbvGoOglc 



70 Li.SB COHQ. 

flows « it 4Eid then.* It gires <me strange sensa- 
tioDS to ^ee one unchaDged thing wb^e the world 
has undergone such mutations. 

For a while, my dear C, we felt as if we could 
spend our lives in floatiDg over this lovely lake ; do 
Dot be shocked ; you at home can afford for once to 
be forgotten. But, by degrees, our mortality got 
uppermost, the " meal above the malt," our voices 
one by one died away ; our superb cavalier looked 
a little qualmish; G.'s gentle current ebbed j L. laid 
her head on the table and fell asleep, and by the 
time we arrived at Bellagio, twenty miles from Como, 
the shores were wrapped in a duslgr 'veil, and we 
were very glad to exchange our boating-pleasure for 
a moEt comftotable inn. 



We went to bed at Bellagio, feeling that it would 
be little short of presumption to expect a third 
fine day, and heroically resolving to be " equal to 
either fbrtune," clouds or sunshine. I confess I crept 
to the viodow in the morning with dread; but 
there I saw Venus at her morning watch over the 
lake, the sky a qtotless blue, and the lake as still 
and lovely as a sleeping child. I was malicious 
enough to reply to KJe drowsy interrogatory, " rain- 
ing again!" But the moming was too fine to be 

* FMof aUnds in t1^ Itf ht of > pitrm-caint ot Como. He prtnided 
t fiiDdfoTtb* Bupport of freed cbildrea here. He inElilDted.a pub 
lie achoDl with ■□ able teacher, cmtiibuled munificeDtly to ite snp 
put, and terigned a itgaej in biooi of the inb^tuitf. Hi* »M 
B4 wjib w iiiKiiptioD, ii MiU hoFf. 
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belied. We were all soon assembled in a little n^ 
iary surrounding the inn; for so you might call a 
court filled to the very water's edge with rose-bu^es 
in fiill bud and tlower. We met our cavaliera pro- 
faning the perfumed air with cigars, which, hower- 
er, they gallantly discarded, and attended us to the 
Villa Serbelloni, which covers a hill OTerfaangiog 
Bellagio. It is the property of a gentleman in the 
Austrian service who, serving (according to the uni- 
versal Austrian policy) far from his own country, 
leaves the delight of embellisIuDg and enjoying it 
to a relative. This gentleman is now m^dng a car- 
riage>road around the place, and up a steep accUvity, 
where, at no trifling expense of course, it is support- 
ed od arches of solid mason-work. The whole hU) 
is conVKted into a higbly-embellished garden filled 
with roses, laurestines, magnoliaa, bays, laurels, 
myrtles, and every species of flowering shrub grow- 
ing luxuriantly in the open air. The aloe, which - 
will not bear our September frosts, grows unscathed 
here ; and, as a proof the invariable softness of the 
climate, C — i pointed out an olive-tree to me three 
or four hundred years old. This mildness is the re- 
sult of tbe formadoB of the shores of the lake, for 
within a few miles the winteB are severe. 

We wandered up and down and around the cha- 
teau, coming out here and there on the most exqui- 
site views. Once our pleasures were diverged, 
not iotemipted, by shrieks from L. I hastened for- 
ward and found ha flying from a posse of code- 
turkeys that her mmaon shawl had enraged. C. 
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vaB leaning on bia cane uk! sbonting with lao^ter 
at her ^lish terror at these *' betes ferocce^" iOkd 
rather, as I thought, confederate with them. 

Serbelloni is on a piomontory that *fivides the lake 
into two branches, and thence yoo hare a liev of 
both J of Tremegaina on one side and BaToma oa 
the other. And, dear C, it was in the morning light, 
with the rose-coloured hues on the Alps, and villa- 
ges, villas, and gardens, looking bright in the early 
day ; mom's '^ russet mantle" close drawn here, and 
ih^e the lake lav^ihing in the sunshine, and no 
sound but a waterfall on the opposite shore, « the 
chimii^ bells of a distant church. It was a scene 
of pare oichantnunt for us children of the cold, ster* 
ile North ! and you will comprehend its effect, and 
foi^Te H. into the baigain, if I tell you that, when I 
first met him on coming back into the " rosary," he 
exclaimed, his feeble frame thrilling with a sense of 
renoratiui and delicious beauty, " I will never go 
back to America — / cannotJ" Nature is, indeed, 
here a tender restoring nurse ! 

A&ta break&at we left Bellagio (forever, alas!) 
and walked through an avenue of 8ycam<Hw to the 
YiXls, Mdzi. Mdizi was president of the Cisalpine 
republic ; but when Napoleon made the repubhc a 
kii^idom, and awumed ita crown, be made Melzi 
Duke of Lodi. The place has now &llen into the 
hands of the duke's son, a lad of eightem. The 
house fronts the lake. There is a look of nature 
about the grounds, and soft and quiet beanty ; but, aa 
they lie nearly on the level <tf the lake, they are in- 
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feriw in ptctaresque ciuurm to Serbelloni. Art al- 
vays comes in in Italy to help Nature, to perfect 
her, or to make you forget her. We met Beatrice, 
and Dante, and other statues grouped and single, 
and on the conservatory 'were busts of Josephine 
and M ^ame Letitia among many others, expres^ng 
Melzi's homage to his master. There is a chapel at 
a short distance from the house, with a beautiful al- 
tar^iece sculptured, I think, by Marchesi ; and 
moQuments to different members o( the Melzi fam- 
Uy, that ^ther express some domestic story or are 
allegorical — I could not make out which. Of all 
things, I should like an ancestral chapel, with the 
good deeds of my progenitors told in painting and 
stone! 

I -will not make you follow me through the suite 
of npaftments, beautiiul as they are ; but, juat to get 
a notioB of the refinement of ItaUan taste, panse in 
the dinoig-room, where two little encfaantbg marble 
boys are stuidii^ on a sde-lable, the one with a 
sad, injured countenance hiJding an empty bird's* 
aest fitHQ wtnch the other, a little imp of nuschief 
and fun, has rifled the e^s.* 

Th«« are az groups of children painted on di^ 
ferent compartments of the wall, all having somu 
allusion to dinner viaitds. In one a little rascal is 
holding wide open the mouth of a Ssb as if to swal- 
low a younger boy who, to the infinite diversion of ' 
his meny comrades, is naming away, scared out of 

* I afteiwitd Mw thia tiait or Hature ai on antjqae bu-islief j I 
Ihlnk at Iba Doris Vilk M Some. 
V0L.a— G 
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lus wit& In the next, one boy is sustaining another 
on his shoulders that he may steal the fruit from a 
basket on the head of a third ; and in the next a 
murderous little tiibe are shooting their arrows at a 
dove tied to a tree — and so on to the end. 

There is a capital picture of Napoleon with an ex- 
pres»on of keen hopes, unaccomplished projects, 
and unrealized ambitions. 

From Melzi we crossed the lake to Tremezzina, 
called, from the extreme softness of the air through 
the winter, Baix. The count assured us, as far as 
climate was coacemed, we might as well remain 
here as go to Naples. We landed at the Villa Som- 
mariva, the cracic show-place of all the " petits par- 
adis" of Lake Como. We ascended to the man- 
non by several flights of marble steps, with odorous 
vines and shrubs in flower clusterii^ round the bal- 
ustrades, and a fountain at every landing-place, and 
entered a magnificent vestibule, in the centre of 
which stands a Mars and Venus, in form, costume, 
and expression, such as you would expect to find 
the aboiigiMS of this land — ^types of valour and 
love. 

The chef d'onvre of the viUa is in this apartment, 
one of Thorwaldsen's most celebrated works : a frieze 
in bas-reliefs representing the triumph of Alexander, 
but designed with consummate art to bear an obvi- 
' ous allusion to the most brilliant events of Napo- 
leon's Ufe. The work was begun by Napoleon's 
<vder; but, before it was finished, he could neither 
be flattered by its refined adulation nor reward it 
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Cotmt SoDimariTa purchased it, and it subsequently 
passed, with the villa, into the hands of a man by 
the name of Richad who had beea quietly gaining 
money while Napoleon was winning and losing em- 
pires. Richad is dead, and his only bod has lately 
died intestate, leaving this superb place, where art 
has, as usual, been chained to fortune, to some far- 
off cousins, poor and plebeian, who hardly know a 
bust from a block of marbl& 

Here, in another apartment, is " the Palamedes," 
conadered one of Canova's master-pieces. They 
told us an anecdote of tiiis that will please you. 
When Canova had nearly completed this statue 
it fell, and the artist just escaped being cru^ed 
by it The statue was badly mutilated, and Ca- 
nova at once wrote to Sommari'va that he would 
makfe him another in its stead. Sommariva replied 
that he would have this statue and no other, and 
that he should value it all the more for it being con- - 
nected with so interesting a circumstance as the provi- 
dential preservation of the great ai^; so, good 
surgery b«ng done upon it, here it stands ; a monu- 
ment of the integrity of the great artist, and the del- 
icacy and generosity of his employer. Remember, 
these are traits of Italian character, and that such inci- 
dental instances of virtue are proofs they are not quite 
the degraded people prejudice and ignorance repre- 
sent them. There are other beautiiiil works of Canova 
here ; his Cupid and Psyche, an exqui^te personifica- 
tion of grace and love, as innocent as if it had been 
modelled in paradise before bad thoughts were put 
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into Eve's bead. , I ooticed a pretty eloek deagned 
1^ Thorwaldscn ; two lovers sleeping Mdth clawed 
hands while time is passing unheeded. There is an 
Andromeda, an antique, channing — but I m not giv- 
ing you an inventory — the house is filled with works 
of art AmCHig the paintings, and the gem of them 
all, b the portrait of a beautiful woman by Leonardo 
da Vinci — some human beauty lilie Laura, and Bea- 
trice, that the poetry of love ideaUzed. 

I have been rather more particular than usual, my 
dear C, in my account of the Italian villas ; for 1 
think it will rather surprise you, as it did me, after 
the chilling accoimts we have read of the n^lected 
grounds and ruined palaces of the pover^-stricken 
Italians, to find that some of them are enjoying all 
the luxuries of life in the midst of gardens to which 
nature, climate, art. and wealth have given the last 
touch of perfection. 

We were hardly in our boat again when the 
clouds spread like an unfurling sail over us, and a 
wind called Breva came down from Como, curling 
the lake into yeasty waves. We were aU shiver- 
icg, and the boatmen sagaciously proposed we should 
warm ourselves with a walk ; so we got out into the 
footpath that skirts all the margin of the lake. It is 
paved, and about two feet wide, and kept in admi- 
rable order by the communes of the different villa- 
ges, between which it is the only land communica- 
tion, and the only land outlet to the world beycud 
Lake Como. The formation of the ground does not 
permit a carriage-road ; hut how picturesque is this 
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£)otpat)), skirting aloog villas an^ gardens, under 
arches and over stone bridges, and with vineyards 
banging over your beads. Some of us, uawiUing to 
eave it, walked all the way to Como, ^ght miles ; 
a pedestrian feat in the eyes of our Italian fiienda. 

Those of us in the boat crossed the lake again to 
pass once more close under Pasta's villa; but the 
cloudy twilight was so dreary, and so rapidly deep- 
ening, that we had little hope of getting even a 
glini|Be of the geniva lod,. But, just as we were 
gliding imder her terrace, her daughter appeared on 
it, followed by another lady. "E Pasta f e Pasta f" 
excl^med our bateliers in suppressed voices, thrill- 
ing with entbu^asm, that nooe but Italians in their 
condition would have felt in such a presence. They 
suspended tb^ oars, and we stood on tiptoe, and 
beard a few accents of that voice that has thrilled 
millions; It was in the harsh, crackling Milanese, 
however, so thatoui ezcitement was a pure homage 
to genius. 



We pftssed the night at Como, and took our last 
look of its lovely lake this morning. Last looks 
are always sad ones. In travelling, you have many 
a love at first sight — with Nature. You grow into 
sudden acquaintance with material things. They 
are your friends — for lack of others, dear C. 

The road from Como to Milan is such as you 
would expect princes to make for their own chariot- 
wheels. The Austrian government, sparing as it is 
G2 
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in all c^er improvements ibr the public good, is at 
inuDense expense to msintain the roads in this abso- 
lute perfection. After four or five weeks of contined 
nnd drenching rain, there is not as much mud as an 
ordinary summer shower would make on one of out 
best " turnpikes !" In many places the road is, raised 
ten and twelve feet above the level of the surrounding 
ground. There is a foot-path on each side, protected 
by granite blocks like our mile>stoneSf which occur at 
intervals of twelve or fifteen feet. Each block costa 
seven francs. The lands here are possessed by great 
proprietors, and those which are suited to the culture 
of the mulberry produce large profits. Some mul- 
berry lands are valued at a thousand livr^ the 
perche. A pecche is one thousand eight hundred 
square braccia, and a braccia is twenty-two and a 
half English inches. An Austrian livre, or zwan- 
ziger, is nearly equivalent to aYankee shilling (sev- 
enteen and a half cents). The ordinary price of a 
perche is four hundred zwanzigers. The peasants 
are paid by shares of the products. We asked C — i, 
from whom we were receiving this information, how 
the landlord could be sure of the tenant's fair deal- 
ing. He sfdd the landlord's right to send him adrift 
was enough to secure that A threat to do this is 
always effectual. All his httle world of associationa 
and traditions bind him to the soil on which he was 
bom. KJQOwledge opens no vistas for him into other 
and richer lands. He never hears the feeblest echo 
of the " march of improvement." He is rooted to 
the «»1, and, so fat from a wish to emigrate, no 
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prospect of advanccinent will induce him to migrate 
from one village to another; ejectioii is a sen- 
tence of death. The Comasques are peculiar in 
their customa. Each valley has its trade. An in- 
genious man goes off to Milan and seta up his woric- 
shop. He rec«ves apprentices only from lua own 
valley. As soon as he acquires a little property be 
returns to his native place — invanably returns. 
Wherever you see an Italian, in London, or Paiia, 
or New-Ycvk, hawking little imt^es about the 
streets, you may be sure he comes from the shores of 
Lake Como, end that be will follow his guiding-star 
back there. They return with enough to make them 
passdng rich in these poor districts. You meet men 
in these secluded places speaking half a dozen lai^ 
guages. 

Each commune is obliged to maintain a physician, 
a surgeon, and a midwife. 

St Charles made great etTcnts to elevate the char- 
acter of the people, and C— i imputes the superior 
morahty of the Milanese to other Italians to this 
philanthropic saint In hia zealous reforms of the 
priesthood, he went to the source of Catholic moral- 
ity. It has become a law of the commune to main- 
tain the schools be instituted ; but the people are too 
poor and too ignorant -to profit as they should by 
them. A^thout a theoretical notion of the effects of 
freed(wi and property, they feel that there is no ad- 
vantage in learning the use of tools while the}' ate 
bound hand and foot. 

I told you they were maintained by shares of ths 
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prodncts. The extremely lov rate of wages, wfaen 
they receive them, will show you how smaU thw 
share is. A labotinDg man is paid dxteea Milanese 
sous (seventeen to a franc) per day, a woman tea, 
ami a diild seren. With thb th^ find themselves. 
Thbk of our labourers with their dollar a day — thar 
meat three times per diem — their tea, and sugar, and 
butter, and what not 1 while the Milanese peasant 
lives on coarse bread and thin broth, and only eats 
meat on his patron-saint's day, at a wedding, or at 
Christmas ; and this is the gilt of his landlord. One 
who eats rice every day is opulent, and he who eats 
meat every day is the aristocrat of the village. The 
improvemoit in manufactures is putting it into the 
power of a few among them to wear woollens in win- 
ter. But, thank Heaven, their soft airs wrap them 
atxiut as with a blanket; and the cheerfulness which 
th^ delicious climate, and perhaps the simplicity of 
thor food, inspire, is like the fi-esh and fruitful young 
boughs of thdr olives springing from a decayed and 
sapless stem. 

It is possible the peasant may derive a certain 
land of pleasuce from knowing that, politically, he is 
on a level with his lord. The government is, in one 
srase, to them a perfect democracy — a dead level of 
nothingness. Our proud and noble friend had the 
same liability to Austrian conscription as the mean- 
est peasant on his estate, and his vote (they do vote 
in municipal affaiis) counts no more than his who 
eats broth and black bread. The spirit of the A&< 
laoese gentleman is not broken down by ^es of op- 
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ptcariiMi. Vtry f«w aotoi^ them court the fiiToor 
of the AuBtiian goTernment, or vill accept a share 
in it like the most intelligent and conscinitiousof 
our slave-holdera (and with far better reason), tbey 
submit to the evil only because they hold it to be 
irremediable. But is any moral evil irremediable to 
those -who will adopt the asom of the noble old 
blind man of Aocotia, " Nothing is impossible to 
those who fear not death." 

O — i believes the government of the Lombardo- 
Venitian kingdom to be the best in Italy. He was 
cautious in his expressions, and west no farther than 
to say, in relatioa to the newspapers allowed {"priv- 
itegiati") io Milan, " We only know so much as the 
government chooses we shall know. Our opiniooa 
are our own while we keep them to ourselves j but 
he who should express lib^'sl ones would incur the 
ridi of a ' chambre obscure.' " 

With our defective opportunities of peraonal ob- 
sorvation, you may imagine the conversation <^ a 
man so intelligent and highly informed as C — i, and 
who, from being the lord of a long-transmitted in-* 
hentance, has much practical acquaintance with the 
organization and peculiarities of Italian life, was a 
pleasure to us, and our drive seemed to have been a 
very short one when we entered the gate of Milan, 
and C— i ordered his coachman to drive on to the 
Corso. The day was dingy; and, though there - 
were a few brilliant coaches, and handsome ladies 
in than, C — i warned us not to imag^oe'we had any 
adequate impression of this drive, which is second in 
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display only to that of Hyde Park. We noticed the 
viceroy's ^ded coach with ax horses drawn up, 
while he and his tamily were enjoying the luxury of 
a walk. 



Another day in Milan has been busily passed 
in Tisiting the Ambroaan library, where we saw, 
among many celebrated pictures, an exquisite one 
designed by Leonardo da Vinci, and finished by bis 
pupil Luini. It is called a madonna, but is, in fact, 
a prophetic portrait of M. W. ; the same fiill, rich 
eye with all a mother's rapture in-it j the same ca- 
paci^ of sympathy with joy or sorrow expressed in 
the flexible lips ; as unlike as possible to the gentle, 
not to say tame madonnas that throng the gallmcs 
indicating merely placid maternal satisfaction. 

We saw papyrus with writing 2000 years old, 
and notes to a book in Petrarch's autograph, and 
▼arions other things that it is well to see, but very 
tiresome to hear about The CassiTio de' JVegoziante 
was shown us by way of giving us a glimpse of 
Italian modes of society. It is a lai^e house with a 
series of apartments: a ball, drawing room, &c., 
&c, where gentlemen and ladies meet together on 
stated evenings to amuse themselves. All classes 
have these cassinos. They save the bother of invi- 
* tations and intru^on on the order of families, and 
much of the expense of private entertainment. 

We went in the evening, by his appointment, to 
Manzoni's. The Italian seems to indemnify himself 
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Tor not roving over the world by walliog in a little 
world of his own, which he calls a house. We 
were shown through a suite of empty apartments 
to the drawing-rooiD, where we found Manwni, 
his mother, wife, and children, and all the shows 
and appliances of comfortable domestic life. Man- 
zoni is a little past fifty, with an intellectual and 
rather handsome face, and a striking expres^on of 
goodness. His manner is gentlemanly and modest, 
not shy, as we had-been told. Indeed, his reputa- 
tion for shyness and fondness for seclusion induced 
us to decline a very kind invitation to pass a day at 
his country place. We thought it but common hu- 
manity not to take advantage of his readiness to hon- 
our Confalonieri's draft in our behalf on bis hospU 
taJity — now I regret an irretrievable opportunity lost. 
He was cordial in his manners, and frank and 
fluent in his conversation. He and his mother (the 
daughter of Beccaria), a superb-looking old lady, 
expressed an intelhgent interest in our country, 
and poured out their expressions of gratitude for 
what they were pleased to term our kindness to 
their exiles, as if we had cherished their own tost 
children. I put in a disclaimer, saying, you Imow 
how truly, that we considered it a most happy 
chance that had made us intimately acquainted with 
men whp were an honour to their species. Afanzoni 
said this was all very well in relation to Confaloni- 
eri ; he came to us with his renown ; but, as to the 
rest, we must have been ignorant of everythiag 
about them but their sufferings. " G,," he said. 
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" has found a countiy with you ; and he deaares it, 
for he is an angel upon earth."* When I respond- 
ed earnestly, he replied with a mgnificant laugh, 
" Now that you know what our mauvais sujets are, 
you can imagine what our honest men must be !" 

Manzoni had not heard of the American translation 
of the Promessi Spos, and he seemed gratified that 
his fame was extending over the New World. 
Would that it could go fairly forth without the 
shackles of a translation. He tt^d us some interest- 
ing anecdotes of Beccaria. He said he was so in- 
dolent that he never wrote without bong b some 
Bort forced - upon it ; that lus celebrated esay on 
criminal law was procured by the energetdc manage- 
nent of a fiiend, who invited him to his house, and 
locked him up, declaring he ^ould not come out 
till he had written down his inestimable thoughts 
on that subject. Beccaria good-naturedly acqui- 
esced, and the work was actually finished in this 
friendly prison. 

"And much reason," Madame Manztmi (the 
elder) siud, " my father bad to rejoice in it, for he 
often recHved lett«^ of most grateful acknowledg- 
ment from individuals who had printed by the hu- 
mane doctrines of his book." 

• I trnat I sbiU not appear (o hara been betrajed into publiihing 
the ahoie b; a petty vanity. The liltia kindaeia we hivfl bad the 
opportanttT of extendiDf to tbe exiled Italians we codDt good tar- 
tune, Dot merit. It baa been requited a hundred fold by the pnTi- 
lege of their intimate acquaintance. But I would, as far aa in my 
humble way [ can. remora the narrow belief that there i^ do boapi- 
UUj, no gratitude amoug their coontrymKL 
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Om fiiends have continued their kindDess to the 
last moment — the whole family, C, Count C — i, and 
dear Madame T. She ui^ed us to renounce our 
journey to Venice, and spend a week at her Tilla. 
This was almost irreastible ; but leaving out Venice 
in .leeing Italy is like losing bishop or castle in a 
game of chess. So our bills are paid, our post- 
horses ordered, and we are going, feeling as if we 
had lived a little life here ; for we have made ac- 
quaintance, and ripened them into friendships ; we 
hare gone out and returned; we have eaten, and 
drank, and made meny, and must now go fordi 
again unknowing and unknown. There is no such 
lengthener of human life as travelhng. 



itrocicL— -A BBioHT, attractive-looking town, with 
thir^ thousand inhabitants, clean streets, and fine 
old edifices, built from the ruins of ancient temples, 
and a rich surrounding country, covered with villas. 
Tines, and mulberries, and watered by diree rivers, 
which are just now fearfully illustrating the old 
proverb, " good servants, but bad masters." Italy 
has been anything but a land of the sun to us. 
This morning the clouds dispersed, for the first time 
since we were on Lake Como, and Frangois assures 
us that the priests, who " know all about these mat- 
ters," pronounce the rain " une chose finie." " La 
Sunte Vierge" has been gracious, and to-morrow 
she is to be nnv«led and exhibited to her worsMp- 

VoL.a— H 
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pa*. In the mean time, half the country is sub- 
merged; the fearful Po has burst through its em- 
bankments and overwhelmed several villages. It is 
a pily " La Sainte Viei^e" has been so slow in her 
compassions. 

We have just been to see the " scavi," or Roman 
remains, which, within the last twenty yeais, have 
been discovered and di^terred here. In 1820, the 
top of a pillar was seen. This led to excavations, 
which ended in bringing to upper earth a temple of 
Hercules, a curia, very beautiful mosaic pavements, 
richly-sculptured altara, a multitude of busts, shat- 
' tered friezes, and broken pillars, and a bronze idatue 
of Victory of the best period of Gredan art. Vic- 
tory ! I doubt it ; she has an espreasion of such Di- 
vine sweetness, as if she might weep at the fantas- 
tic tricks and cruel games men have played and 
called them viciories. This is the first time we 
have seen any striking remains of Roman magnifi- 
cence and art, on the very spot where they stood 
in the eye of those whose souls were breathed into 
tb«r forms ; and ihe first time Is an epoch in one's 
lifel 



Venma. — We left BreScia this morning at seven , 
a morning comme il y en a peu nowadays. When I 
opened my blind at tdx, Venus hung over our jessa- 
mine-imbowered balcony, as brilliant as when she 
kept her watch at Bellagio. We have been driving 
on the Via Emilia — a pretty old road, and kept in 
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excellent repair. Our first halt vas at Desenzaoo, 
on the shores of the Lago di Garda, the andent Be- 
nacus. The lake is nearly enclosed by Alps, and 
the climate is ao softened hy its mountain-wall that 
the most delicate southern fruits are ripened on its 
shores. The fish of this lake were sung by epicure- 
poets of old, and are quite as much relished by the 
modems. Catullus, who was born at Verona, had 
bis fsTOurite villa here, on the penintnila of Set' 
mioDe. Its beautiful portion was pointed out to u& 
The lake preserres the stormy character Vii^l gave 
it in his time. Not a breath stirred tfae leaves as 
we walked along the shore, and yet the blue waves 
came with their white crests dandng towards us, 
and gave K. rather too spirited a salutation. Al- 
ways excepting Como, this Lago di Garda, with its 
BUTTOuodings, is the most beautiful sheet of water I 
have ever seen.* For an hour we drove in view of 
the lake, and during the whole drive we have had 
beautiAil objects under our eyes : a chateau with its 
long lawn attd avenues, a shrine, a crucifix, an old 
wall, a bridge, and the Alps bounding our honzon. 
The sterile Alps, our guide-book calls them, but what 
is there on earth so rich in beauty, so suggestive to 
the imagination 1 This is the richest part of Iiom- 
bardy, covered with mulberries and vines, and 
thronging with, as it appears to us, a healthy popa< 
lation, lull fed from the cradle to the grave. The 

* I bwl mH Lhon bnen to Beva; bdJ HiHitnni, nor Mwn tha lik* 
nf Luxenx : but ucb hu iU pecaliu chum (hat ■• doI ImwdhI (7 
cMnpuiof it to snotbm 
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duldren are Btoot and rosy, irifh masses of liiigfat 
curlmg hair. The women are tall and well-develop- 
ed, and the old people so old that one would think 
they must themselves have forgottea they Tvere ever 
young — the last thing they do forget But they 
are nerei " rocked in the cradle of repoang age" 
—never cease from their labours. We see even the 
Teiy old women, with their gray heads bare or oor- 
ered with a fanciful straw hat, driving asaes and 
leading cows on the highway. Whenever our car- 
riage stops there are plen^ of beggars around us, 
but they are for the most part siclc or maimed. 
Comparing the peasantiy of Savoy with that here, 
this climate would seem to be bed and board to 
them. 

TTie first object that struck our ejea on entering 
Verona was a very curious old bridge over the Adige, 
and fh)m that moment till we reached our inn we - 
kept up a choral exclamation at the piazzas, the fa- 
mous old palaces, the immense houses, half as high 
as the Alps, and at the heavy stone balconies. 

Verona, a powerful d^ in the time of the Romans, 
and so distingui^ed in the nuddle ages when the 
bold lords of the Scala family ruled its destinies, has 
now dwindled down to a population of 60,000. To 
me it bears a charmed name, as recalling the time 
when, a child of seven years, I sat down on the car^ 
pet by the " old bookcase" to read " the Two Gen- 
tlemen of Verona," the only one of Shakspeare's 
plays now to me unreadable. But Juliet is, to every 
English-blooded traveller, the genivt tod of Verona ; 
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Juliet, that sweetest imperaODation of the murenal 
pasaon whose mortality Shakspeare has converted 
into imniortality, and fixed her shrine here. We set 
off in a half hour after our arrival, with a dirty, 
snuffing old ralet de place (I have an antipathy to 
the best of the genus), to see the locales of the 
" sweet saint" The palace of the Capulets, so caU- 
ed, is a gloomy, dark old rack-rent edifice, now a hos- 
tlerie I We were conducted through an arched way 
into a court lumbered with carts loaded with wine- 
casks. The " balcony" was half way to heaven, 
where poor Juliet needed, in truth, a "falconer's 
voice" to be heard by her lover. The garden, we 
were told, was beyond the court, but we saw no 
" OTchard-wall, high and bard to climb," that " Love's 
l^ht" \i:ing8 alone might pass, and we were eager 
to get away before imagination should lose forever 
the power of recalling the orange groves and myr- 
tle bowera, the passionate girl in the balcony, the 
lover in the garden, and the moon " tipping with sil- 
ver all those jruit-tree fops." 

We drove half a mile beyond the gate to the old 
Franciscan monastery where tradition has placed the 
tomb of the Capulets ; and here, in a dreary gar- 
den, we were shown the spot where the tomb vias. 
And alas for the disenchantments that yet awaited 
ns! A servitora. unlocked something very like a 
bam-door, and admitted us into something very like 
a bam, where she showed us an open stone sarct^dw 
agus of Verona marble, which, she assured us, con- 
H2 
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tained Julief s body when it was removed from tlie 
garden to this place for safe keeping. There was a 
stone pillow for her bead, and a socket for a candle, 
which it is, to this day, the custom of the Veronese 
to place lighted in the coffia. There were two holes 
drilled for ventilatiDi], probably to admit air enough 
to support the flame. 



In the heart of the ci^, enclosed by an iron railing 
of most delicate woikmanship, are the tombs of the 
Scala &mily. When all records are lost but Shaks- 
peare's, which will undoubtedly outlive all others, 
these may be shown for the tombs of the Capulets. 
There are monuments curiously sculptured, vritb 
marble sarcophagi and effigies. Three are more 
elaborate than tbe rest, and these run up into pinna- 
cles and are surmounted with statues, an equestrian 
(Hie overshadowiug tbe rest " This," our cicerone 
said, " was of the greatest lord of Verona." It 
should then be of Cane della Scala.* 

There is an amphitheatre here built of blocks of 
stone without cement, and as early ae Trajan's time, 
which is in admirable preservation. Napoleon re- 
paired it in excellent taste, so that it now appears 
quite perfect. It can accommodate 35,000 person& 

■ " Tha first of iae Lombard princei, he protecled the »[■ ind 
■ciencei; hia court,ib« ssyluin of all the exiled GhibeliDM, draw to- 
Selbar the flnt poett, punters, and aculpton of IttXj. There an 
■till at Verou gloriouit monumeiila of tbe protection ha eiteiulBil to 
architecture. But war wu hif fsTourile pisaiaD," &c.— ifutmv dw 
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I have apt half finished the sight-seeiog of tbia crowd- 
ed aflernoon, but I spare you. 

K. and I returned frcnn a truant stroll in the morn- 
ing in time to swallow our breakfasts, and to re- 
monstrate against an over-charge in our lull : a 
hateful task that falls to my share, arid often makes 
me regret the days when I went on like a lady, qut- 
etly paying prices, and scarcely knowing them. 
But we hare, in truth, little to complain of. The 
inn-charges are seldom extravagant ; and as to tm- 
positioos strictly, I think we rarely meet with them. 
Good policy has arranged these matters on Hxeae 
great high-roads. We poorer Americans must pay 
the rates whidi luxurious English travellers, wlu) 
" lard this lean eartlj," have introduced. 



Padua. — We have now travelled nearly across the 
Lombardo-Venitian kingdom. The posting, which all 
ovCT the Continent is a government mont^oly, is well 
arranged, but much dearer than in Germany. The 
German postillion is the least civilized of Germans, 
but the Italian b etil! lower in the scale of humani- 
ty. His horses, too, are inferior _in size and muscle, 
but they seem to have a portion of the s|nrit of their 
masters, and travel mcve fleetly than the heavy 
German horse. 

Though we are on the verge of winter, the char- 
acteristics of the country are manifest. Roees are 
yet blooming. At the post>stationa women throng 
to our coach-windowi with waiters filled with grapes. 
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pears, apples, and nespoli. The people are all oat 
of doors, women spinning by the road-side, combing 
their hair, and performing other offices that we at 
all seasons reserve for in-doors. We stoi)ped at Vi- 
cenza, which is now a town of some 30,000 inhab- 
itaatsi long enough to see some of the best produc- 
tions of Palladio, one of the celebrated architects of 
Italy, who lived in the sixteenth century, and was 
bom here. All Northern Italy is embellished by his 
defflgns and works. I am no critic in these mattejs,. 
but a too lavish profusion of ornament seems to me 
to characterize them. The work esteemed his mas- 
ter-piece is at Vioenza. It is called the Olympic 
Theatre, and was built precisely on the model of the 
ancient Greek theatre, that tb^ Vicenzans might get 
a precise idea of the mode of Grecian dramatic ex- 
hibitions. The scenery is a fixture representing the 
entrance of a Greek town and the openings into 
seven different streets, where you see houses, tent- 
pies, and triumphal arches. The stage is not much 
larger than a generous diniog-table. Then there 
are Corinthian columns and rows of statues extend- 
ing all around the theatre. There are fourteen 
ranges of seats for the spectators ; and with all this 
lavishmeot of genius, art, and money, there have 
been but two exhibitions here, one for the emperor, 
and one for his viceroy. You will agree with me 
that Palladio might have spent bis time, and the Vi- 
cenzans their money, better than on this, afler all, 
mere toy. The private bouses here are most richly 
ornamented with architectural embellishments. Pal* 
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ladlo yrta one <^ the few prophets honoured id his 
own couatry. 



The inhabitants of Padua have dwindled down to 
65,000 : about three times the number of the stu- 
dents it once gathered within the walls of that ven- 
erable uoiwiaty where Galileo lectured. The ex- 
terior wall of the university is covered with busts ia 
bas-reliefs, escutcheons, and various sculpture, iltuth 
tialing the men who have been distinguished here. 

Petrarch, you Imow, was bom at Arqua, in this 
neighbourhood, and was a canon in the church here, 
where, if <me may judge by the zeal with whicb 
every memorial of him is cherished, his love-sonnets 
were not considered uncanonical. There is a picture 
of the Madonna at the Cathedral presented by turn. 
There waa a curtain over it ; our servitora said, " If 
the ladies commanded, it should be uncovered." We 
were so disgusted with this contrivance to exact a 
fee, this covering up a picture from its worshippers 
to uncover it to the gaze of heretics for a paltry hire, 
that we declined the offer.* We saw in the sacristy 
a bust of Petrarch and a portrait painted by his con- 
temporary Ciambellioi. 

• Wi were dol lang in leaniint to nnile «t oat own pharinicil 
Quiiotiam, and to ditcatd it. The besl pictures in the Ilaliao 
ehorchei «™ Taiied, that Ihey msy be " no'et Ken hut w6ndend 
■t" by the dOTOUt, ind ne'er seen but piid (or bjr the itranger, be 
he heretic or orthodox And certainLj' it ia juat the poMessor ahould 
derlie an incQine from such a capital, and the sight of the picture 
ta woftb ten tlmei Ibe trifling sum it cocte. 
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We have a straoge feeliog in this old world, dear 
C, as if the dead of all past ages were rising to life 
on eveiy «de of us. We saw in the hall of justice 
here, a noble hall 300 feet long, and adorned with 
frescoes by Giotto, a bust of Titus IJvius, which was 
disinterred in the environs of this his Dadve cit;. 
The Roman remains and memorials in Lombardy are 
comparatively few; and it is not to the days of Ro- 
man dominion that the mind recurs, but to the period 
of Italian independence. You perceive in these rich 
pluns of Lombardy the source in nature of the indi- 
vidual life, vigour, and power of the free Itahan cit- 
ies, in these warm plains completely irrigated, and 
producing without measure corn, wine, and the mul- 
berry-tree, those surest natural sources of wealth. 
And you perceive still, in the noble phyac^orayof 
the people, the intellectual character that made Italy 
the seat of art, literature, commerce, and manufac- 
tures, while civilization had scarcely dawned on the 
rest of Europe. With what feelings must idle, 
shackled, impotent Italy look back on those days 
when her looms were sending their gorgeous fabrics 
wherever there was money to pay for them ; when 
her envoys-could truly declare in Eastern courts that 
they saw nothing there more luxurious than they 
had seen in the palaces of their native princes ; the 
days when their historians, their poets, and their 
painters were creating works for all posterity. These 
were the days when Milan and Brescia, Verona, Vi- 
cenza, and Padua, and all the rest of their glorious 
company, were republics ; when freedom was so dear- 
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]y prized that it was an anom that " blessed were 
those that died for liberty and their countiy ;" when 
an insolent imperial letter was torn from a herald's 
hands and trampled under foot; when a beautiful 
matron, in a famishing town, with her infant in her 
arms, who had subbed for days on boiled leather, 
offered the nourishment in her breast to a fainting 
soldier, that he might up and "do or die;" when 
Milan, with her houses razed to the ground, and her 
inhabitants driven forth, again rose and successfully 
resisted imperial aggression. And now Austrian 
soldiers keep the gates of these cities, and say who 
shall enter and who depart. No wonder that the 
Italian's heart bums within him, that the noblest 
spirits are torpid with de^air, languish in prisMi, or 
aie driven into enle. 



Venice, Jfovetnber 18. — ^There are three posts 
(about seven miles each) from Padua to Venice. 
The usual boundaries of land and water are so 
changed by the overflowings of the rivers, that I 
fear we are getting no very accurate notions of the 
face of the country in its ordinary condition. You 
are conscious you are approaching a city that gather- 
ed to itself the riches of the world, and whose 
market converted marshy lands into gardens, vine- 
yards, and golden fields. There are, what we have 
not seen elsewhere, pleasant- looking, isolated cotta- 
ges, witli thatched and conical roo&, and an infinity 
of villages, churches, chapels, and magnificent villa^ 
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irhose gromids appear like drawing-rooms pretty 
well filled with poetic gentlemen and ladies, dressed 
and undressed artistically. In sober truth, there are 
many more statues out of doors here than you see 
people with us in the finest weather. The houses 
are magnificent, many built after the deingns of Pal- 
ladio, and, like everything of his, prodigally oma- 
mcDted ; they are surrounded with high walls, with 
arched stone entrances and iron gates, with ^atues 
at the gates, and statues on tiie walls at ^ort inter- 
vals. 

The roses are still in bloom, though the trees are 
nearly stripped of their leaves. Last night, for the 
first time, we had a slight frost. At Fusina, a mis- 
«able little town, infested with beggars, postillions, 
douaniers, and loungers, screaming, and racketing, 
and racking us, we left our carriage and embarked 
in a gondola. Yes, dear C, a gondola, which, all 
our heroic-poetic associations to the contrary not- 
withstanding, is the most funereal-looking afiair you 
ever saw afloat They are without exception cov- 
ered by a black awning, first imposed by a sumptu- 
ary law of the republic, and maintained, probably, 
by the sumptuar}' laws of poverty. 

Venice is five miles from Fusina, and, seen fitim 
thence, appears like a city that has floaterl from ita 
moorings, and, while distance lends its " enchant- 
ments to the view," still like a queen " throned on 
her hundred isles," or, rather, as its proud represent- 
ative, who refused his oath of adhesion to Henry 
VIL, said, as if it were " a fifth ess^icc, belonging 
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neither to the Church nor the emperor, the sea nor 
the land I" Nature, too, lent ua her cDchaDtmeiils } 
the sun aettiog, as we crossed the Lagoon, coloured 
the Rba^an Alps with rose and purple hues, which 
the waves that played around our gondola reflected, 
while the pale moon hung over the Adriatic. I 
cannot describe to you the sensation of approaching 
nich tidlea greatness as that of Venice. It is as if 
a " buned majesty" appeared to you from the dead. 
We passed in silence the magnificent Piazza St 
Marco, and were landed at the steps of the Hotd 
Reale, formerly the Palazzo Bernardo. 



Wk went in the twilight last evening, my dear 
C, to the piazza, passed the ducal palace and 
the Bridge of Sighs, to get the feeling that we 
ore actually in Venice; and in this piazza, sur- 
rounded, as you are, by magnificent and ummpaiiv 
fid objects, it is not diflScult to realize Venice's 
past wealth and splendour ; it is only difficult to be- 
lieve that it is pott. There is the Church of St 
Mark, uniting Oriental magnificence with Moorish 
architecture and Christian emblems ; its fa9ade em- 
bellished with eccleenastical histDiy written in mo 
saic;* and over its prindpal arched entrance the 

* AtlMit thu little apiMde in the hiilorr itf the ehuicb i*de. 
I»ct«d b«ra wbich lelitee to the tmiifar of 8l. Mark'i bodj (ram 
Ahiindies to Venice. Tbe fint acena lepreMaMd ja the pknis fnud 
eiiHcwd hj iha ChriMieat nhsn thay hid the body of their nint in » 
baakat under pile* of pork, from which the HaMDhnuu ve ttpn- 
•mlvd u mcoilinf. Tho itcsj eodi witii the lut JudgnnL Bt 

Vol. It— I 
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four hones of Lysippus, tbe seeming insigDia of vic- 
tory, 90 often have they bumped over the world at- 
tacjied to the victor's car. These mute images put 
the greatoess and the littleness of the world and its 
players into striking aotilfaeas. They were tbe em- 
blems of Corinth's glory, of Rome's, of Constantino- 
ple's, of Venice', and of Napoleon's. Their Icing- 
doms, their glory, and their generations have passoi 
away, and here these ibur brazen horses stand un- 
scathed! Three sides of the piazza are surrounded 
with very bandscnne edifices, with arcades gay with 
■bops and cafes.* - On the fourdi is a space open to the 
sea , called the piazzetta (small piazza). On one side 
of this is the very beautiful facade Of the ducal pal- 
ace ; a mixture, I believe, of Gothic and Moorish ar- 
chitecture, but so unlike anything European that we 
have seen, and so like arclutectural pictures of the 
East, that we seemed at once to have passed into 
the Asiatic world. Near the water stand two gran- 
ite columns, one surmounted by the Uon of St. Mark, 
the other by the statue of a saint Both these col- 
umns were brought from the East, and are trophies of 
the conquests of the republic in the eleventh century. 
Opposite the ducal palace is another palace of beau- 
tiful architecture, and beside it the campanile, tbe 

Hark'i Ooipal, >«< to ba written lir hia own hand, is imong tbe 
trauurM of the church. " The Venetiaiu cbou Sl Hirk," nji 
H. Siamomli. " pUion c^ ttieir Male, hia lion Ggaredia their oima, and 
hi* name in Itaeit lanpiage wfaensTor lliejr deaifnalad with peculiar 
■ffisetioo tbeir countiy or gorammeat." 

• OTir tbeis eafta and abopi the noblee once had luzmioiu oaii- 
Me, «rlum thei indnlfed in eTBTj apade* oF pleHOTK 



3b,Googlc 



TKNICC. 99 

nine on vbich Galileo stood to make his obsora- 
ti<Mis. " This is Venice !" we said, as, after gazing 
for a half hour on this unimpaired magnificeDce, we 
turned to go to our hotel ; but our illusion vanished 
when we looked off upon the water, and saw but 
heie and there a little boat, where there were once 

" Argoaie* bonod 
From Tripolu, from Hsijeo, and EngUod, 
EYon LiiboD, Bubuy, ind Indu !" 



I WENT before breakfast this morning to St Mark's, 
and, as I paused for & moment at the door to look 
up at the figure of the saint on a ground of blue 
and gold, two persons, sinners I am sure, drew my 
eyes and thoughts from him. They were young 
men wbo appeared as if they had that moment land- 
ed from some piratical expedition. The one wa3 
looking about him with a careless cnrio^ty; there 
was a wild, savage desolation about the other I nev- 
er can forget ; his face was bronzed, and his tangled 
locks stood out as if tbey were of iron. I met his 
quick, glancing eye, but I am sure he did opt see 
me, nor anything in the world around htm ; the gor- 
geous cdling, the Oriental marbles, the costly altars, 
pictures, bronzes, were to him as if they were not, 
and on he strode as if he were on a sea-beach, 
straight through the kneeKng congr^ation, not paus- 
ing till he reached the steps before the high altar, 
when he threw himself prostrate on them, and seemed 
as if he would have buried his face in the marble. 
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Hie people were paanng up and dovn, jostUng him, 
treadii^ on him ; he moved no more than if be had 
been struck dead there. It seemed to me that I 
could hear the cry from his soul, " God be merciful 
to me a sinner !" and not till the mass was over, when 
he rose, with an expression somewhat softened and 
calmed, and taldng his companion, who had been 
listlessly staring about, hy the arm, and hastened 
away, could I see anything but him ; and when I 
did look around upon this most gorgeous of Chris- 
tian temples, enriched as it is with the spoils of Can- 
dia, Cyprus, and the Morea, it seemed poor indeed 
compared with the worth of this sbning, suffering, 
and penitent split j for so I am certain it was. 

Few churches are so enriched with historical as- 
•odatioQS as St. Mark's. It was here that the sub- 
jection of imperial to papal power was consumma* 
ted by &e dramatic ediibition of the humiliation 
of Frederic Barbarossa to Pope Alexander, when 
fte emperor prostrated himself before his holiness 
and saffered him to plant his foot upon his neck.* 
The history of this church from Ae rime it was a 
chapel — a mere appendage to the ducal palace — 
would be a history of Venice-t 

• TIiLi mo«t ibjocl cireamiUDce Id Fredenc'i hnmilUtion U> I 
«upaei,Kiint«potatkin of tba papal legendtriM. H. Siimimdl. Iha 
moat raliibla of hutoriuu, nural]! •>;•, " Hi (tha emperat) tbraw 
■aide hii cloak, proitnlncl bimwilf befora Alninder, uxl kiMsd hii 
fsel." The foot upon the neck wia, tiotreier, too pictureique a cir- 
be lote, and id a ViDitian palntar baa glTan it p«rpa- 
a qilcndid pictum nbich hanga id the ducal palace, 
waa hare that mie of the GoBat acemn ia the ^roat drama of 
laadoa waa snaclad, oluin tha baroic Hanry Daodolo, blind, 
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Wb have been over the ducal palace, up the 
"Giant's Stairs," and the golden-roofed staircase, 
and through the immense halls whose ceilings and 
walls are embellished by Tintoretto, Paul Veronese, 
and Titian, ^iUi, to me — I am profane, or, perhaps, 
most ignorant to say so — uninteresting pictures. 
The portraits of the doges, which bang below the 
com ice, .encircling one apartment, are not so. They 
are all there excepting one, and on the tablet where 
that should be is painted a black veil, with an in- 
scription to signify that tlus was asngned to Ma- 
rino Fallero ! Poor old man 1 Bj-ron has painted 
his picture there; and those who see it beneath 
the Uack veil scarcely look at the 120 others. The 
doges have passed away, and you meet here only 
tourists, to whom the ciceroni are explaining, in a 
8»ni-barbarou8 dialect, the painted histories of their 
rragns and triumphs. 

We went out of the palace on to the "Bridge of 

tad Dinetjr.ranT jetn old, addre«9Pd the crawdi of Venetiiini and 
cnuadara, rofal, noble, and ptebeiau, whu wen mambled in St 
Ifatk'i. " Lonli," he laid, " joa Kra of the fint gvnlrj in tit* 
world, and bukded together fat the oobleit ciuh men eier ander- 
tmk. I iid ■ feeble old Biui who need repoee ; but ill filled ■■ is mr 
bod; for lb* Mrticei I parceiie there ia none who can so well lead 
■nd (OTera t«i ■> I who am )>oiir lord. If jou will inleT Out I 
take the Croat i« wUch.orar and teach jaa, and tba( aty ton tsmaia 
to guard the land, I will go foilh to liie and die with j<m and inth 
thepilgrimi." And when this wag heard, " Yu," tbaj crwd all 
with one raica 1 " and we pn; Ood oIki to pennit that jou coma forth 
wiUi oa and do it." Thia, with iokij mon particular*, maf be Iboad 
in tbstoochiBilaiwuinofthaoldchniniclerinM. Sianundi'a Italf 
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Sigbs** and to die prisons of the Inqoiation ; for, as 
y6u know, 

"ThoniiKpclaca ud • piuon on etch band." 

We went into the dungeons on a level with the sea ; 
those below its level were destroyed forever by the 
French Tevolutionists who, in their days of madness, 
did this among many other righteous deeds. 

The cariomties of ]Misons are horrors, and I shall 
not detMl to you those that were shown us* but 
leave them all for the cell where we saw the inscrip- 
tion which Lord Byron copied, and which you may 
recollect in the notes to his ChildC Harold. Our ci- 
cerone, who was of a calibre very superior to most 
of his craft, read the lines with Italian taste and 
grace, and told m that Lord Byron bad taken the 
pains to retrace and deepen tbem, " Yes, vnth hit 
oim Aand."t 



20fA. — We have been all the morning in our gon-. 

* Theu hideous priaona *n not moia than sti of mvcb Am 
iqnue, i*ltb mud Soon, tai a gntiHE a few inchsa in tangth (ud 
breadlh, which t^m into a gallerr, into which the odIt aj of light 
that evn came was from the torch of the tornkeTi when, mice a day, 
he brODfht the priMnet hii food. Tha Franch, when Ihsr eaioe to 
Veoiee, found a man in one of Ibela celU who bad been there for fooi^ 
taen }ean. The; Ml him free, and earned him in procestioD through 
Uie gnnd piona. Tlie poor wretch w«* ttnck bliiul, and died in 
two or three da;a1 

f I VBi KUTir afterward to hear thii man agreeing wHh ■ hard-ft- 
voared wnleh in calling Silvio Pallioo a "maBtonr," and maintaiB- 
Ing that ha had neter been in " tt* Uadt," which, bf4ha-wa]r, tbay 
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dola. We first rowed through the grand canal, 
which is bordered for two mUes by churches and 
palaces; aifectmg memorials of the rise, dominion, 
perfection, decay, desertion, and death of " Veiuce ;" 
a death ao recent that the freshness and beauty of 
life has not qmte passed away.* A few of tiiese 
palaces are still in the possesion and occupancy ot 
their noble families, but wherever you see one in its 
original splendour (and most splendid they are) yon 
see the collar-mark upon it, " Provinzie di Fmezte," 
indicating that it is appropriated to the officers and 
purposes of the Austrian government For the 
most part they are dilapidated,! ^^ broken glass, 
parchment panes, and indications that they are de- 
graded to base uses. 

As we passed the Foscari palace we saw a Ve- 
netian washing, patched calico gowns and all man- 
ner of tnraipery drying over the massive and sculp- 
tured stone balconies of ftat princely home, to be- 
hold which once more an exiled son of the house 
risked and lost his life. Nearly opposite this palace 
is that which Byron occupied ; its location may have 
suggested the tragedy of " The two Foscari." And 
what painhil and pleasant i«nerobrances did his re^- 
idence suggest to us as we passed under its balcony 

* "Tha foondBtioa of Venice preceded by MTen centnriei Ibe 
MmDCipatioa of the Lombinl citjea, end iti fill wu UueeceDttiriM 
■fter the aabiectioa of noreDce." Tiulj it had a long life of powsT 
and f lory. 

t We were told they woald be taken down, and email, leouitabla 
hoDiaa built from thair muariala, but for an ordn of the AaatriMi 
loremawnl forbitlding It, why, I knoiT not, unleaa thay wish to pi«- 
Mtve them a» • ttophj. 
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and thought of Moore's groping hu way through the 
dark hall after Byron, while he called out, " Keep 
clear of the dc^ ! take care, or that monkey will fly 
at you \" and his droll exclamation aa they stood 
blether on the moonlit balcony, " Don't be poetical, 
Tom 1" and, alaa ! of the mock-tiagic drama enacted 
here by his Formanna, and of other episodes in his 
life that he must have wished to blot out, and of 
wluch those who admire and pity him must wish his 
bic^rapher had spared the record. Byron's is the 
greatest and best known of English names in Italy. 
Some of the Venetian palaces still contain treas- 
ures of art In the Palazzo Barbarigo, where Titiaa 
long lived, and where be died, there is a gallery 
called " Scuola di Tisiiaw" Here we saw a Mag- 
dalen, the last he ever painted, and the first, I thiok, 
erer painted. It belongs to the highest class of 
that intellectual painting which reveals the secrets 
of the souL You see a woman who has been for- 
^ven much because she loved much ; a voluptuary 
by nature and a saint by grace ; and you feel as- 
sured, from the depth and caimnest of her feelings, 
that she will sin no more. The old woman who 
showed us the gallery, and who, in her progress, 
had poured out the usual quantity of a cicerone's 
superbas ! and magniiicas I said, " Other pictures 
have their prices ; this is priceless I" We have 
seen other pictures by Titian in Venice which seem 
to me to come into the same category, truly to be 
" priceless," the Assumption (called his masterpiece), 
where the loveliest cherubs, alias winged J^ton 



. 3 iizodb, Google 



TBNtCE. 106 

dtildren, are floating in a wreath of clouds around 
her ; or the Sacrifice of Isaac, on the ceiling of the 
Bacrist^ in Santa Maria della Salute. The heautiful 
boy is bending over the pile, awaiting the sboke, 
wiQi an expresdon of most dutiful obedience, and 
something more ; there b a trustfulness, as if he felt 
his father could not do him wrong. The angel ap- 
pears with a blended expresdon of Divine authority 
and human sympathy, and yoa/eel the command 
which be eagerly uttera, and which the awe-struck 
patriarch has turned to receive, " Lay not thine hand 
upon the lad!"* This picture is a lyric poem ; but 
for the epics of the " Venetian school," with their 
architecture and landscape, their complication of 
action and variety of character, their groups of men, 
women, and children, Jews, infidels, and brutes, it 
requires more artistic education, and far more time 
than we have, to comprehend and enjoy them. 

Tlie Rialtof is a stone bridge over the grand ca- 
Dal, and in its material of stone and mortar precisely 
what it was when merchants there " most did con- 
gr^te." But the princely merchants, who unlock- 
ed and locked at pleasure the golden gates of the 
East, have disappeared, and in th^r places are peo- 

* After tetAug Titian'l maalerpiecn, ODe SDJoyB the old itoty of 
Cbirlet Fifth'! raproDf of hi* noblm' Mom of hii plab«i»n RnoariU. 
** I out tittu with a bflpth a buDdrad dnk*^ eounti, ind baroM, 
batiilul I cumot nuke one Tilian!" 

t I do oM nndentutd vibf Ibe name Riallo ii nted marsly to do*, 
ignite die bridgg. " Itwu inSOS," nfi H. SiHlioadi,"UuC the V*. 
netian* made choice of the little uliml of Ou Siaiio, near which Cbaj 
■aanmhlnd their Oeet, with their collected wealth aa board, and bnUt 
the cilT el Tenke, lb« capital of their republic." 
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pie walking up and down between Ae rows of mean 
shops, hawking, io the loudest and most dissonant 
tones, torttme (a famous species of candy), cakes, 
fidif and like fancy articles. An old Jew sleeping 
in the shadow of the bridge, over whom we stum- 
bled as we got out of our gondola for a moment, re- 
called my poetic associations with the Rialto ; but 
to retain them undisturbed one should not see it 
The bridge is a high arch, and the street on each 
ade of it is of course continued over it between the 
mean one-story shops which are built oD it. The 
btidge has two other broad passages between the 
shabby rear of the shops and its balustrades, and 
thus encumbered and defaced is the aspect it pre- 
sents as you approach it on the canal. 



Ws visited the Arsenal as a memorial rather than 
an actual existence. Its dlent foi^es and empty mag- 
azines only serve to impress you with the vast com- 
merce and power of the fallen republic It occupies 
an island three miles in circumference, and has the 
aspect of an independent fortress. The winged lion, 
brought from the Pirasus of Athens, still guards its 
entrance, 1iut you know too surely that his teeth and 
claws are gone by his watchdogs in Austrian uni- 
form.* We passed along a portico lined with every 

' Then gentt; refiued eatrance to our conruT ; Hrrice being > 
duqaalifiai for luch privilaga hare, h coloar 1> in oac aUfliuiiii 
cogntiT- We tnut thoM (badoni vitl, eis tang, pui quite off tin 
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species of workshop relatbg to ship-building — all si- 
lent now — and, crossing through a spacious doclc- 
yard where tiiere were a score or two of galley- 
slaTea in long, clanking chains, working under the 
surveillance of other slaves in a different umform and 
without chains, called gens d'armes, we entered the 
model-room. There, among a vast varie^ of curi- 
OOB things, we saw an exact miniature of the gal- 
ley in which the doges were accustomed to per- 
form the ceremony of their espousals with the Adri- 
atic. It is of a most graceful form, its exterior gild- 
ed and embossed with devices iUustrative of the his- 
tory of Venice. The canopy is of crimson velvet ; 
Venice, " a proud ladye," Mts in the prow with 
Peace at her feet and the scale of Justice in her 
right hand. In the stem is the throne of the doge, 
and at its back an opening through which he threw 
the wedding-ring to his sea-bride. Opposite the 
dirone sits Hme, with his admonitory scythe and 
hourglass. When this was rigged, with four stal- 
wart Venetians at each crimsoned and gilded oar, it 
must have been a pretty show ! 

We were shown an immense hall filled with trb- 
plues, banners, and weapons of all their conquered 
enemies. Christians and Turks, and halls filled with 
Venetian armour; and, among other curiosities, a 
very entertaining collection of the Inquisition's in- 
struments of torture ; some among them ingenious 
and perfect enough to have been forged in the lower 
r^OQS. Ah, cruelty has ever gone hand in hand 
with power, my dear C. 
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The perfect repose, the indolent luxury of a -gon- 
dola has not been exaggerated. I cannot coDvey to 
you a Dotloa of the delight of its soft cuBhions and 
gUding motion after a two hoim of such te^oua 
EOght-seeiog as we had at the arsenal ; it puts you 
into that delidouB state between waking and sleep- 
ing, between the consciousoess of fatigue and cares, 
and the unconsciousness of oblivion. 

We were rowed out to an island in the sea, San 
Lazzaro, to see the Armenian conyeot and college, 
whose foundations were laid long ago by an Arme- 
nian who bought th6 bland, and instituted a school 
here for his countrymen. The pupils remve a learn- 
ed education for various professions. The coUege has 
a. printing-press, and prints books in forty or fifty 
different languages.* A laige revenue is realized 
£rom th^ sale. We were conducted about the in- 
stitution by a vwy iateUigent and courteous Ar- 
menian priest, and we encountered some fine old 
Eastern people with long, silvered beards. The 

* Lady Morgan bmcied if there ?ere a free pren in the world, It 
must be " the aeean-prai of 8sd Luzaro ;" and ihe relates, in her 
beet DUnoer, her emrenatLaii with Ike librarian, who iwsrted if 
lauajretfreti. She asked if he would print a book for her thai re- 
quired a " rer; tme preaa." " Certainly," he replied ; " any bock 
that her ladyah^ might write," " What, if aheehoald epeak 111 of tbe 
En^ror of Au atria ?" " Certainly not" "Might abe hare shit at 
bia holinflM r this waa worse still. Unwilling, ahe aaya, to loae her 
game, ahe atarled tbe grand aeignior. ■' The grand seignior wea a 
powerful neighbour." " In a word, it wsa eTident," ahe coneludaa, 
" that the preaa of San Lazzaro was jual as free aa the ContineDtal 
pressea of Europe, where one might print freely under the impac- 
tion of two or three ceiuora !" 
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jOQtig men vere extremely handsome. As yon go 
east, and south the beauty of the human race im- 
proves ; there is a richer colouring and more spirit, 
more of the sun's light in the eyes. 

Our conductor showed us the room in vhich 
Byron received his lessons " when his lordship took 
the whim," he said, " to study Armenian, and to swim 
across to us from the Lido !" 

As we were rowing homeward, a Venetian gen- 
tleman who Kccomp&nied us pointed out the Canali 
d^K Orfani, where bodies are thrown which any 
one wishes quietly to dispose of. " Fishing here," 
he s&id, " is forbidden, lest it should lead to nnpleas- 



Odr hotel was so fall on the first day of our arri- 
val in Venice that we could only get dismal apart- 
ments in the rear, where we felt as if more than the 
ducal palace had a prJson attached to it. But the 
following morning we were transferred to a superb 
suite of apartments in front, lootdng out upon the 
sea, which have to us a charm from having been oc- 
cu^d by the Countess Confalonieri when she was 
suing for her husband's pardon, with long-deferred 
and finally baffled hope, to the Austrian court I am 
alone, tbe family being all at the opera, and I hare 
just been standing in the balcony looking at the 
moon, which is pouring a flood of light through this 
cle&r atmosphere down upon the sea. In her effiit- 
gence Onoa is btrt dimly visible. I can look uf to 

Vol. U.— K 
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the fanuliar objects in the beavois, and alinost fo^^ 
my distance from you ; but the painful sense re^irns 
as I bring my eyes to earth, for ofa ! how difierent is 
this earth from ours ! There is the splendid Church 
of San Georgio with her tall campanilla, and Santa 
Maria della Salute with her cupolas, and here are 
gondolas gliding out of the little canal into the Giu- 
decca, and others gliding in and out among the ves- 
sels that lie at anchor in the harbour. On my right 
ia the ducal palace and prison; I cannot see the 
Biidge of Sighs, but it is almost within my touch, so ■ 
near that I leel the atmosphere that surrounds it, and 
am glad to be cheered by the lively voices of a 
merry troop that are pas»ng on to the piazzetta, and, 
as that sound dies away, to hear the delicious voice 
of a cavalier in a gondola, who is ranging for his ' 
own pleasure — and certsunly for mine. 



We hear so much of the gondola in Venice that 
we almost foiget there is " solid earth for tread of 
feet," though for the most part artificial. After pass- 
ing the greater part of five delicious days in a gon- 
dola, I went this morning, the beginning o^ alasl 
our last day in Venice, to the Rialto on foot, that I 
might see something of the terra-firma of this singu- 
lar town. There is nothing, I believe, in the world 
like the streets of Venice ; streets they can scarcely 
be called, nor lanes, nor alleys, for they have not 
fte peculiaiitiea of dther. They are lined by such 
lo^ hDUseS} that, excepting at noonday, a ray of 
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flie son nererreaches Aem ; no wheel tarns in them, 
no horse's hoof treads over them. They are inter- 
sected by the canals, and filled with petty shops 
that in no wise recall the time when Venice was the 
mart and channel of the productions of the East 

The manners of the tradespeople are cItiI, but 
not obsequious or obtrusive. They have the gener- 
al Italian habit of asking one pnce, and offering to 
take the half of it, " ibr the pleasure of serving ma- 
dame," or " to make a beginning," or for some other 
ready and most reasonable reason !* We bought 
on the Rialto some trifling specimens of the exqui- 
sitely fine gold-chain work done here, a pendant for 
the Brussels lace manufacture. These gold chains, 
some fabrics of beads, and some rather cuiious but 
inferior glass manufactures (all that remain of the 
unrivalled Venetian glass-works), are now the only 
products peculiar to Venice. 



We have merely seen the out^de of things here. 
Our only acquEuntance,' a Venetian exquisite, who 
seeiQS not to suspect there is any but an outside to 
life, could give no very enlightening answers to our 
many questitHis. In reply to an inquiry about the 
education of women, he shrugged his shoulders, and 
said, " 9a commence 1" So I suppose they are about 
as well instructed ag they were in Byron's time here, 

• It la to be eunntlf doirad that our tndenoen *houM oc* yiM 
lo the templatioa of ihii habii, wtiicli moat cwtainll l«>da to a dap 
TBTitini of mercantile tnoralitf. 
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when, 88 you may remember, a cODTersqtion timuog 
upoa WashiDgton, a learned lady asked " if be 
were not the mac killed in a duel by Burke." 

I asked our acquaintance, when we were pasdng 
the mad-house, which looked very like a piison, " if 
Hie patients were well taken care of." " Assez 
Ken" (" Well enough"), he replied, stroking his 
mustache. "Luck is a lord." We bad our fw- 
tuoe at Milan ; we must take- the turn of the wheel 
here.' 



FoTui, Nv*. 81. 

Mt dear C, 
We are seldom annoyed in Italy with any appa- 
rent dissatisfaction in the people we employ. The 
servants at the inns, coachmen, valets de place, 
&c., Slc, are all paid by fees. They have a pride 
or self-respect which prevents their murmuring 
when they are not contentf There b a monstrous 
disproportion between the wages of people and 
the fees; for instance, a labourer working out of 

* I peihipt owe an apologf for pabliibing the abors mesfar no- 
ticei of Venice. Wbeie there ii mcwt to ba latd it is very diEBcoIt 
to lay ■ little well. We (pent fiire beautiful dafa in going in onr 
(oodota from tight to mglit, in tiaiting cbarchea and palac«a. Our 
dawna and Iwilighw were paaaed at St. Haik'*, within two minalea* 
walk of our boteL Of coorae, we accumnlated immenaa liata of 
thinii which are mare liata, and bava been well expanded bj a bait, 
ilred toiuiata who haTa ptecedad ui. 

t ThU remark doea not apply Co Southern Italy. All aach deli- 
cacji baa Taoiabed long bafOTsyOD reach Niplpa,wbBre" poor OtiTBi 
aikt fir man" till It would become ludicroaa if it were not ntoat 
^tiabla. 
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doors all day gets ten sous, and your wuter, vho 
gives you, perhaps, two or three hours of very 
tight work, expects two francs from each person, 
which, from a party of dx, amounts to two dollars 
and tlurty cents per day. We made a deduction from 
this at the Hotel Reale, and our gan;on, who sport- 
ed his Venetian gold chain, was " tres meconteiU." 

So was not our gondolier friend, Andrea Donaio. 
He has attended us all day, the best of gondoliers, 
the most sagacious and prompt of cicerones. As 
we came away, he stood at the foot of the stone 
staircase, hat in hand, in his close-Btted, scarlet- 
corded dress, his fine black hair waving olf his 
bronzed temples; his sound white teeth shown 
off by a Idndly smile. I told Urn how glad we 
should be to see him some bright day in New-York, 
and his " Grazie, ignore," and " fiuon viaggio, e^ 
sallenza !" were the last words we heard as we got 
into our gondola to pass for the last time before the 
prisons, the Bridge of Sighs, the ducal palace, the 
piazza, and all its magnificent accompaniments, into 
the Giudecca. 

Andrea's vnshes were vain. We hare had a dis- 
mal journey hither. As we left Venice, the rain 
came on again, and has continued; the rivns 
are still rising, and menadng the country with de.> 
struction. You can hardly imagine anything more 
frightful tfian the aspect of the Valley of the Po at 
this moroenL The course of the river is through a 
flat country. Depoutes of slime and gravel from 
year to year have so raised its bed that, to prevent 
K2 
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it from submerging the adjacent land, dikes hare 
been erected; and as the level of the river has n»- 
en, the dikes have been raised higher and higher, 
till now the river, at its ordinary level, is in some 
places thirty feet higher than the land on the other 
side the embankment. Whenever the rivet, rise? 
three feet above its usual level, great alarm b felt, 
and guards are placed with proper instruments ready 
to repair the slightest breach in the dike. As we 
passed along the road on the top <of the embank- 
ment, the brimming, muddy river was rushing furi- 
ously on one cdde of Us, and oi| the oth^, many 
feet below us, lay villages and farm-houses, those 
on the lowest ground half under water, and all ap. 
pearing as if they might at any moment be swal- 
lowed up. At intervals of a few yards along the 
road there were teqts of matting, saturated with a 
forty days' rain, and under each two watchmen, peas- 
ants, stretched on the wet ground, their enemy on 
the one aide, and their menaced homes on the other, 
with an ansie^ and despair in their faces that ex- 
pressed how hopelessly they opposed themselves to 
the unbridled elements. 

Poor fellows, their case is a hard one I The win- 
ter-griun is so soaked that it is certain it must all be 
rotted. In our thinly-peopled land, where the fail- 
ure of one year's crops is but a disappointment, you 
can hardly imagine the efiect of such a disaster 
^here the fullest supplies are in fearful disproportion 
to the consumption. The streets of Ferrara to-day 
are crowded with people whose homes were under 
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water; 1600 are provided for — beii^ drowned I It 
is Bud that the King of Piedmont and the Duke of 
Tuscany, fearing the consequences of the deqiair of 
their people, have already made liberal appropria- 
tions for th^ relief. I hope they may bare beeo 
instigated by a better motive than fear. The virtue 
called forth by phyracal evil is ita only satisfactoiy 
solution.* 

We were to cross the Fo at the barrier of the 
pope's dominiona, and here, at their very portal, we 
had a charming illustration of the imbeciUty of the 
papal government, the most imbecile in Italy. The 
feny appertains to his holiness. There was no boat 
on our ade of the river ; and though the postillions, 
gens d'armes, and loungers shouted at the very top 
of their voices, no answer was returned ; at last we 
despatched a row-boat, and after an hour we saw a 

* Tlis rallowing anecdote, which I aftemaid heard fiora ilr. W. il 
Floience. maj appear to othen, a« it did to nie, an illDatration of Iba 
above remark. While we were lookipg at the supetb Strozzi palace. 
Mr. W. aaid, "The head of Ihia honne, the marqnis, wai on hii 
cmnDT ralalei during Ihs dialreu on Ihe Po lut aatumD. Seeing 
aome peraona on the roi^ of a hanae in inatant dBngec of beiD( 
■wept off, he offered a large aum to aome boatmen if they would go 
to the reacne. Tbe pen] waa too greal, and they refiiaed. He 
doablad hia oSir, Uisj alill refnaed— they h»d wItw and lunillea, 
Uiey aaid. ' Wonld they go if he would go with them r 'Yes, they 
would do BDything the Padme would da.' The marquia wrote a 
few lion to • friend and embarked niih them. At trenMndoua 
baiard they iDCceeded in their anlerpriae. By «ome miatake Iha 
note, which wis only to haie been opened in case tbe marquis 
did not retnin, naa read, and was found to contain inilructiona 
tiwi, in eaae hii companiona ahonld be loat, their familiea (boald he 
provided for from hia estate." When I waa at Florence this same 
msrqoi* wsa Bpending his limedriyiog four in hand and philandering 
■Mladisa. Traly.ca 
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■luggidi machine destined for our transport, and mo- 
nng as though it moved not It was drawn by a 
rope attached to horses on the shore a mile and a 
half up the river, and then dropped down the current 
to U3. After iniinite difficulty, with pushing, pulling, 
and hoistiDg, and the din of twenty Italians who 
were all helping aud all helpless, our heavy carriage 
was got on board the boat, and we were landed 
safely on the other side, and were charged by his 
holiness's servants for these admirable facilities six 
dollars. 

Ferrara is a dean, fine old uty, with immense 
unoccupied houses, aud wide, grass-grown streets, 
looldng little like the seat of the independent and 
proud house of Este. Its chief interest to us results 
from its being the home of our fiiend Foresti, whose 
character does it more honour than all this princely 
houae from beginning to end. Byron, you remember, 
says of Italy, " their life is not our life — thdr moral 
is not our moral." This is but in part true. There 
is a moral that is universal ; and wherever man ex- 
ists, in savage or in civilized life, he renders an in- 
stinctive homage to such an uncompromising puisuit 
of justice and love of freedom as Foresti has mani- 
fested in persecution, in prison, in bonds, and under 
■entence of death. I believe that if, at this moment, 
his youth, country, and high position could be re- 
stored to him, with his experience of sixteen years of 
chains and most dreary imprisonment, he would 
again sacrifice all, and suSer all over again in the 
same cause — such is the uncrushable material of bis 
noble character. 
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WeQ, here we are, m the nddst of bis family ood 
friends. One of them, a man of letters, Signor B., 
called immediately after breakfast, and attended us, 
first, to the casino, where 300 persons, the gentry 
of Ferrara, who are its proprietors, meet every even- 
ing; and, unless there is a ball, or they are other- 
wise particularly well amuaed, adjourn to an adjoin- 
ing theatre; truly, "their life is not our life," We 
next went to St. Anne's Hospital, once a monastery, 
and now cooverted to the really Christian purpose of 
sheltering the sick and insane. The insane are 
under the care of a distbguished man of science, 
and, what b more to the purpose, a genuine philan- 
thropist. We have been told to-day many aneo* 
dotes of him, from which we infer that his organ of 
benevolence, like our honoured friend Woodward's, 
has a particular development for the manag«nent of 
mad people.* The" minister to the mind diseased," 
in our Puritan land, takes his patients to church ; 
the Italian professor conducts them to the theatre — 
the universal panacea in Italy ; K. says, " the con-> 
forto and ristoro of old and young, rich and poor." 
The different modes of proceeding are nationally 
characteristic; both prove that excitement, proper- 
ty administered, is healthful and not hurtful to the 
insane patient. 

We were shown the cell of the hospital in which 

Tasso was imprisoned. Our old custode had a loyal 

* He niea the ume enlightened iDeane, eubstilntii^ trnlh, gmi* 

tlBTwn, and pemiuion for nu/ionivrinE, atenuiBH, mi mthoritj, 

W> «*« mxae cf tba irwunbles qnietlf buking in the miuhm* in ■ 

• 'plMMOt fardsa 
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feding for the house of Este, and would giin have 
ua believe that, dismal as the place appeared to us, 
it was quite a pleasant residence in Tasso's time, 
with one lookout upon a street and another upon a 
garden ! There was as much common sense as ge- 
mus in Byron shutting himself up in this ceil to write 
Us " Lament of Taaio." He was sure to find the 
actual locale of suffering innocence and Idsdred ge* 
nius a heated furnace for his imagination. 

The old man told us some particulars of Lord 
Byron's vmt, and showed us his name written by 
himself in deep-cut characteis. " Under Lord By- 
ron's name," he said, " was ftat of his Segretario 
Samuel Rogers." We all smiled, recurring at once 
to Mr. Rogers, as we had recently seen him, with 
bis own poetic reputation, surrounded by the respect 
that waits on age, heightened into homage by bis 
personal character ; and K. expostulated, and tried 
to enlighten the old man's ignorance — but in vain. 
Byron's is the only English name that has risen, 
or ever will rise, above his horizon, and " the Seg- 
rdario" must remain a dim-reflected light. 

B. escorted us to hb house, where we were kind- 
ly received by the signora, and admitted to the 
(Audio of her son, who has just received a prize at 
Florence for miniature painting. They showed us 
some exquiate pictures of his execution, upon which 
I said, *' You are a fortunate mother to have a son 
of such genius." " Ah !" she replied, " but he is so 
good — so good !" This does indeed make the f<«v 
tunate mother. In this country of art, my dear C^ 
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the painter's sbicUo is a sort of museum. Young R'a 
occupied several apartments containiag pretty casts, 
and the walls were covered with sketches, studies 
of anatomy, engravings, and paintings. 

B., the father, gave us various works of his own 
writmg : a work on botany, tragedies, and transla- 
tions from Byron.* He is an enlightened man, 
and a fiist-rate hater of priests and kings. Inde- 
fatigable as all are who have the hard fortune to 
take our caravan in train, he accompanied us to the 
green square, where there has been recently placed 
a colossal statue of Ariosto on a beautifully-sculptur- 
ed white marble pillar, with this comprehensive in- 
scription : " A Ludovico Ariosto la Patria." MuUum 
in farm ! is there not 1 The Jesuits made a furious 
opposition to the erection of the statue, being no 
lovers of Ariosto, or favourers of any homage to 
secular eminence. They wished to put the statue of 
his holiness on the pilliir, and wrote to Rome for a 
decree to that effect ; but, before the answer came, 
the wits of Ferrara had outwitted them. By dint of 
working night and day the statue had been placed 
on its lofty pedestal ; and buried under it is a histo- 
ry of the controversy, and, as B — i s^dd, " mUles 
belles thoses" of the Jesuits, which, when time shall 

* Sifnoi B. nid, "If men write in Ital;', i( is to get enune, or fat 
tbeloreofit; thereiBDopecuaiarrcompensstioa. Divided u we ue 
ioto thirteen statei, tbaie ia no pratectioD fat litenuy propBRf." If 
mo>I iiulhore are to be beliered, tbis sbould notlenea the DumbeTCif 
booki. They write merely to enlijhtBii or improio their public ', 
Scott ie oaa of the few authore who bae had the honeaty W aTow 
that |«Uing masaj wa* a distinct motive for wiiting. 
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have knocked down the column, will serve to en- 
lighten posterity as to the history and true character 
of the bigots. In the mean time, the poet stands, as 
he did in life, high above his fellows. 

Aii a natural sequence, we visited a house which 
Ariosto built, and where be lived and died. The 
room in which he wrote has a fine bust of bim on 
one ade, and on the other the following inscription : 
" Ludovico Ariosto in questa camera scrisse e ques- 
ts casa da lui abitata edificb ; laquale 380 anni 
dopo la morte del divino poeta Rt da Girolamo Ci- 
cognara podestiL co' denari del commune comprd e 
ristaurata perch^ alia venerazione delle genti se 
mantenesse."* Next to the possesaon of greatness 
is the sentiment that reverences it, and this you find 
everywhere in Italy. The door of Tasso's prison 
and that to Ariosto's room have been well chipped 
forrehcs. 

B. conducted us to the cemetery, an old monastic 
establi^ment, wrested from the priests after, as he 
said, a "guerre a mart" and converted to the good 
purpose of burying the dead instead of the living. 
The long perspective of the cloisters is beautiful. 
Many of the monks' cells are converted into family 
vaults, and decorated with monuments, frescoes, and 
bas-reliefe. One lai^e apartment is appropriated to 
" the illustrious men of Ferrara." 

' " Ludovico AhiMto wrote in this room ; and lhiehauN,built uid 
inhabited bj bim, waa 280 yean afierwacd bought and restored bj 
OiioluDo Cicognaia witb the commune'i moner, that it might b* 
{mterred for tbs teaentioD of DUtJuDd." 
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Wk had a scene in tbe twilight, vhich I can best 
deacribe to yoa, my dear C, by copying K-'b ac- 
count of it from her journal. She says, "What was 
my aBtonishment, when I came into the drawing- 
room, to find Uncle R. in a comer of the room, his 
face covered with his hands, Aont L. leaning on the 
mant]e{»ece also in tears, Annt K. holding the hand 
of a lady in black, who, with vehement gestures, 
was pouring out a rapid succession of broken sen- 
tences, and L. and M. looking on in most solemn 
idlence. Annt K. seized me, and said, ' This is Fo- 
resti's aster. Tell her how much he is beloved and 
respected in New-York — tell her we try to make 
turn feel he has a home among us.' As well as I 
could I played my part of interpreter, and Teresa, 
in a voice interrupted by many nghs and tears, tried 
to express ber gratitude, but exclaimed every few 
minutes in a paroxysm of anguish, stretching out 
her arm^ ' lo non so piil parlare ; oon so piO far al- 
tro che piangere e pregar la ntia Madonna !' Ta- 
king up her black gown, she said, ' Questo k un abito 
di Toto ; I'ho messo qoando era in prigione il mio 
Felice, per farlo liberare ; dal momento delle sue 
di^azie sono caduta ammalata. Stave per mori- 
re ; i medici credettero cbe non potessi guarire. 
SoDO solamente tre anoi che sto un po' meglio; ho 
perso tutti i cappelli, ne aveva molti. Non ho volu- 
to mandare il mio ritratto al fratello perche sono 
tanto comluata tanto brutta che non mi riconbsce- 
rebbe. Non posso dormire. Frego, prego sempre 

Vor- a— L 
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U mia Madonna che mi guarisca di quesf orribile 
v^lia e che mi faccia abbraeciare una volta il mio 
Felice prima di morire. Non h che la speranza di 
Tederlo che mi tiene in vita !'* This is a gathering 
up of the fragments of her discourae ; but I canmA 
^ve an idea of her sorrow-worn countenance, her 
impasdoned tears and expresrave gestures, which 
gave the most powerful effect to every word she ut- 
tered, and left a deep and sad impression on our 
minds. Just Heaven I what must be the import to 
Francis, ' the father of his jwopfe,* of that sentence, 
* with what measure ye mete it shall be measured to 
you again.' " Yes, truly, those who have turned the 
sweet streams of domestic love into such bitter, bit- 
er waters — the Francises and Melternichs — will 
have a fearful account to render. 

My dear C, we hare so many exiles among us, 
we so glorify ourselves with the idea that our free 
country is their asylum, that I fear we are some- 
times deficient in that keen sympathy which we 
should feel in their personal misfortunes, if we real- 
ized the sundered ties and languishing affections of 
the brolten hearts in their violated homes. 

* " 1 no longei know how to tiilk. I ctn onlf we«p and pra^ to 
oar Lad; !" Tikiog up her bUck gown, sbe ■■id, ■' 1 put on Iha 
mourning nben my broLher went to prison, wilfa i vow to wur it 
till he wu £roed. From the moment of bis miafortune I felJ lick. 
1 b*ve been near to death. The phjsiciana belieied il «u impOMi- 
ble to cure me. For the last Ibroe yeira on]; hiva 1 been ■ little 
better. 1 bavs loat all my hsir. I once had a great deal. 1 noald 
not Bend my portrait to my brother; I am so chingod he would not 
know me. 1 cauDOI sleep ; I pray ■nd pray to oar Lady to cure me 
of this hiHrlble wakefulnesa, and that she will permit me toembraca 
Wj brother once before I die. The hope of aeeiog him ii all thit 
ksepamealire!" 
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Professor B. and some other friends of Forest 
passed the evening with us, partly at the theatre 
and partly at home. In spite of the wear and tear 
of twenty years* separation, their attachment to him 
is unimpaired. Among them was an old curate, who 
said tiiat, " but for his age, he would go to America 
to see Foresti." Professor B. is a highly-ciiltiva^ed 
man, with that great advantage to a new acquaint- 
ance, a beautiful countenance and charming man- 
ners, and, withal, be is a hearty liberal. He told 
us some facts which may give you an idea of the 
shackles and discomforts the government imposes 
here, and of the inextinguishable spirit of these no- 
ble Italians. There U an association of the literary 
and scientific men of the different states of Italy re- 
cently formed, which is to have an annual meetbg. 
It is favoured by the King of Piedmont and the 
Ch<tnd-duke of Tuscany ; but the pope, who stops 
every crevice at which light may enter, has issued a 
bull, declaring that if a subject of his shall be pres- 
ent at one of these meetings, he shall be held a trai- 
tor, and suffer accordingly. 

A phy^cian is not permitted to make a profession- 
al visit beyond the walls of the city without going 
first to the police to declare where he is going, and 
the name and disease of his patient ! Professcff B. 
said, " In 1831, when we all beUeved the favourable 
moment had arrived for asserting our liberty, I, who 
had belonged to no secret society, nor had bad any- 
ttitng to do with promoting the excitement, declared 
my E^mpathy with the liberals, and was del^ated 
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by Qieia to trara the apostolic legate that lie vas 
about to be depriTed of all power, moral and physical, 
but that his perron would be untouched. He cour- 
teously expressed his obligations to me ; bat when, 
at tbe end of our twenty-^ days of ha^mea, he 
^BS re-establi^ed, I fbimd that my name was placed 
at the head of the black-list I was deprived of all 
the public trusts I held, and I have been ever aaet 
so closely watched that I am but a prisoner. I can- 
not cross the frontier withb ten miles of Ferrara, nor 
even go to Rome without a special permission from 
the secretary of state, which can only be procured 
1^ stating that 1 am going on profesraonal bu^ess, 
and shall be in such and such houses, see such and 
Buch people, and be absent such a number of days." 
This is tbe conditioD of the best subjects of a gov* 
eminent of which the head b also the-head of the 
greatest body of Christians in the world. Oh 1 my 
countiymen, thank God for your religious and civil 
freedom, and cherish it I 



Bt^gna. — ^Wfi had nothing notaUe during our 
dreary, cloudy drive to Bologna, but a rencounter 
'with the beggars at our last post-station. As usual, 
beggars of all ages, from first to second childhood, 
flocked around our carriage. We had given away 
all our sous, and we had recourse to our lunch-bas- 
ket I arranged the bread and chicken, and L. di^ 
pensed. " Oh! ^ve me a bit" she said, " for this 
boy with heavenly eyes !" " Here it is ; now pv6 
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tius to that bliod old womao." " Oh ! I must pve 
this to that liltle Tot who is stretching up her arm 
to me ; what a perfect cherub she would be if hat 
face was washed ! keep off, you snatcher !" to a lean, 
tall half idiot who was intercepting the cheruK'a 
slice. " Now, L., this must go to that mclc, shiverti% 
old man !" " Oh I wait, see this poor, pale girL" 
" Now for the old woman !" but the bit went to a 
trembling boy who looked like a leper, with a with- 
ered arm ; and when my old women was at last sup- 
plied, there was an evil-eyed hag and four boys who 
jostled the first comers away, and two of them, after 
devouiing, like hungry dogs, what we gave them, 
followed us half a mile, calling " ca-ri-ta I" Be^de 
the dramatia personEe I have described, and who 
were actually en scene, we saw, as we drove off, oth- 
ers, lame and blind, coming from their more distant 
stations towards us. 

You must attribute some portion of the barrenness 
of my travelling journal, my dear C, to the bad 
weather that, almost without exception, has attend- 
ed us in our passages from place to place unce we 
entered Italy. The advanced season, too, is against 
us. All rural occupation is suspended ; the vintage 
is past, the com is husbanded, and the country has 
now (November 26) as hare an aspect as it ever 
has in Italy. Bologna, as you first see it, lyii^ un- 
der the shadow of the Apennines, with its antique 
spires and leaning towers, is a most picturesque town; 
but all is picturesque in Italyrdown to the laden ass 
and the beggar. From the villas and villages that 
LS 
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nrronnd the town, you ma; imagme how rich anil 
aniliiig the suburbs must be in any but this desolate 
season. Ab we drove through the streets we were 
sbndc with the long lines of arcades and columns 
Uiat front aU the edifices, and which afford a perfect 
^tection to the foot-passenger. They were de- 
signed, I think, by the luxurious cidzenB, when the 
sumptuary laws of the republic forbade the use of 
corded carriages. There is an arcade of 640 arches 
extending from the town to a church of the Madon- 
na, on a hill three miles from the dty. Truly the 
dinrch has kept itself free of sumptuary laws. 



Thb Ka^ del CHgante, to which I have just 
wdked in a pouring rain, is one of Qie most charac- 
teristic and grandest monuments of the Italian re- 
publics that we have yet seen in Italy. With the 
fountain of Neptune, the master-piece of John of 
Bologna, in the centre, it is surrounded by churches, 
superb old palaces, towers, and other buildings with 
the most curious Gothic fronts. 



The " Academy of the Fine Arts" here contains 
one of the best galleries of pictures in the world. 
Tliey are the maater-pieces of the first masters, and 
what masters they were! I feel now more than 
ever what nonsense it is to write about these pic- 
tares, mce, with all I have read about them, I find I 
had no conception of their power— none worth having 
of the punt^a divine ait 
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Intake it s rule, in these galleries, not to go bewil- 
dering myself sbont from room to room, but to cod- 
iine my attention to the best pictures; and I have 
adhered to my nile to-day, hardly glancing even at 
the pictures of the three Caracci, all natives of B<^ 
logna. 

There is a painted tragedy here hy Guido that 
TFonld break your heart : " The murder of the In- 
nocents." The trustfulness of the lovely children, 
who feel themselves safe in the close embrace 
of the mother, contrasted with her terror and an- 
guish, is most touching. Sut the most afiecting fig- 
ure is a mother with her hands clasped and her two 
dead children at her feet It is all over with her ; 
she has nothing farther to hope or fear, and the res- 
ignation of the saint is struggling with the despair 
of the parent You want to throw yourself at her 
feet and weep with her. 

The martyrdom of St Agnes by Domenichino, 
with its glorious golden tight, is a picture that even 
dear J., with all her horror of representations of 
physical suffering, could not turn away from ; there 
is sach sweet peace on the face of the young women. 
Art could not better illustrate that true and beauti- 
ful declaration of the prophet, "The work of righ- 
teousness shall be peace, and the effect of righteous- 
ness quietness and assurance forever." The execu- 
tioner grasps her bright, wavy hair with one hand, 
while with bot pincers in the other he is burning out 
(he flesh of her throat and bosom. The besotted 
judge looks on, and cheniba are Hoating over the 
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ttaiumt sunt, one holding the crown of mar^rdom, 
and another a pen to record her triumphs. I pass 
over Gvida'i'" MadoiMtt deiiaPieia,"iht"Roiario," 
and even that imbodiment of perfect grace and 
beauty, Raphael's " St Cecilia" (their names tluill 
those who have seen them!), for Guido's "Cm- 
(ufixion," which, like the very scene, fills yon with 
solemnity and awe. There are but four figures, 
and they are as large as life; that of Jesus ex- 
presses " It is finished !" Mary is not, as in most 
<^ ho- pictures, to the gross violation of truth, rep- 
resented young, but in the unimpaired ripeness of 
womanhood. She has the same face, dress, and at- 
titude as in the Pieta, but there she divides your 
attention with the admirable portraits of the four 
adoring saints; there Scripture truth and simplidty 
are sacrificed to a table or an imagination of the 
church ; here you see the real Mary, and the un- 
iathomable depths of her sorrow show the prophecy 
accomplished : " the sword hag pierced her SouL" 
John, standing on the other side the cross, is the 
personification of gentleness and tenderness worthy 
that highest trust of his master, " Woman, behold 
thy son '" The only imperfection that struck me in 
the picture is a want of a right expression in Mary 
Magdalene. She is a beautiful, sorrowing young 
^1 kneeling at the foot of the cross, and pres^ng 
her brow against it, but she is not the foigiven pen- 
itent. Surety the reformers foi^ot that nine tenths of 
manloikd receive their strongest impres^ons through 
their senses, when they excluded such glorious pre- 
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wnlments of Divine truth from their cliuKhes. I 
should have but a poor opinion of him whose dcro- 
tion y/aa not wanned by Ouido's Cnicilmon. 

A masterly head bf an old man arrested my at- 
tention. I examined my catalogue, and found it 
was painted by Guercino in a ^ngle night, and was 
called " the head of the Eternal Father !" The at- 
tempt is as futiJe as protaae to represent Him whom 
"no man can see, and live." 

While enjoying these sublime works of art as a 
new revelation, we were hurried away to see some- 
thing else that must be seen now or never. The 
Campo Santo, being the most beautiful thing of its 
kind in Italy, we could not overlook ; accordingly 
we drove there. This was formerly a chartreuse — 
an immense monastic establishment ; once the dreary 
habitation of the living, who suffered in its magnif- 
tcent solitude, now the beautiful abode of the dead, 
who cannot enjoy it Such are the perveisious of 
human things ! The cemetery at Ferrara dwindled 
to in^gnificance compared with this. I can ^ve 
you DO idea of the immense perspective of its clois- 
teis, all lined with tablets, and monuments, and 
fresco paintings, or of the almost infinite series of 
cells, converted into family tombs by the exclu- 
fflves of Bologna. These open frnn the cloisters 
and are so arranged as to produce a most picturesque 
architectural effect. " The million" are laid in four 
large, open courts in classes, one for men, one foe 
women, one for boys, and another for girls. Tbere 
seemed to me in this a cold neglect of the law d 
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ftmilj lore, that gorerna all mankiiid. Tbere an 
some splendid public monuments, and a pantheon is 
building for the illustrious of Bologna, and in the 
mean time there is a large apartment Glled with 
their busts. 1 noticed a veiy fine one of a woman 
who was professor of Greek in the Univer^ty of 
Bologna within the present century.* 

ImmeDse as tiie establishment is, large additionB 
are making. "You mean to have room for all Bo- 
It^na," I said to our conductor. " Oui, madame, 
tout le monde entre et peisonne en forL C'est pour 
quoi il &ut toujoms batiF" (" All come in and none 
go out So we have to keep on building"). 



It has been our great pleasure to meet Miss 

here. You can hardly imagine the delight, after 
b^og exclusively among foreign people, of meeting 
a lugh-bred Englishwoman who is nof fordgn to us. 

She sang for us, and truly, as Mis. said of 

her, she does not sing hke an angel, but " like a 
choir of angels." Music is the key that unlocks 

* It il iiid Ihtt Itil; hu prodacod mora Icinied wonum thui u>r 
fnrt of Eorope, tad that Bologna bu ImgeM continoed to TMpcct 
■od rawiid the litenrr ■cqaiiitkHu of oameD. It wti ■ Udj of 
Bolofui who, in the fiftBeath centarr. ^■x «■ MBloiia ■ chunpioo 
of her HI u to emplo/ ber wit and learning to proie tha woiU hM 
bean ill ihii while in error, and that it waa Adam who templed £•«. 
It ia CDnoaa that the moat illoatrioiu eiamplea of Imintid woman 
ahoald apriiig up io a counti] whara Iher are condcmiMd. en maiat. 
to i|DOi*nce ; where ■ conTentDal education pteacribe* reliflon aa 
their onlf duty, and Ibeit itwliocti cheiiih lora u their odIt hippi* 
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- Iwr soul and brings its rich rerelations to her 6kx. 
She looks, while angling, hke an in^ired abyl. 
We went to the opera with her, where we saw, 
for the fiist time, a decent ballet The house ia 
very pretty. There are balconies projectiDg firom 
the iogts, which show off the audience and give the 
house a hvely aspect unusual in the Italian theatres. 
JVw, 28. — ^A wretched morning, and the rain 
pouring, my dear C. ; but our letters are at Flor- 
aice, and there must we be — so bo I for the Apen- 



FUlagwre. — As we drove out of Bologna I bad a 
melancholy sense of the ludicrous insufficiency of 
two rainy days in a place where we might have 
been employed for six months in studying the al- 
most unimpaired records of its days of power and 
oagnificence. In spite of the pouring ram, we en< 
joyed the environs of Bologna. They are richly em- 
bellished. 

At our second post we took a third pair of horses, 
and at the first ascent a yoke of oxen in addition, 
and then began a slow drag up the Apennines, 
which we continued till sx this evening, with the 
exception of a race down the hills as fearless and 
careless as the driviiig in our own country. This is 
a new experience ; for, till now, the caution of our 
postillions has gone even a little beyond my cow- 
ardly notions of prudence. 

The Apennines are a congre^tion of hills ; (hose 
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■we hive, pasKd tOHlay tie ranch higher, but not un- 
like, in their foriBatioD, the hills between Berlohtre 
and HuDpdur«, tiiough, jud^g trom their produc- 
tiobs, very unlike in their dimate. Here are fine lields 
of well-«tarted winter-grain, and occasicnal planta- 
tioDS of grapes flung from tree to tree. Once die misty 
atmosphere cleared, and we got a peep of the Adri- 
atic and the Alps. We have been all day thinking 
of you. It is " Thank^ving Day ;" and our positioD 
in a huge, lonely inn in the midst of the Apennines, 
with a salon over a stable, is a sorry contrast to 
your sweet savours and social pleasures round the 
hearth of our childhood ! We have entered Tuscany, 
and t fancy I can see the spirit of thb most fortunate 
land of Italy in our buxom, frank, good-humoured 
hostess and her beautiful progeny, with their blade 
eyes and golden skins. We have been talking witii 
the eldest, Candida and Clementina, and pettii^ 
the youngest, Giulio and Angioline ! " a pretty Ital- 
ianizing of rom and Sam," K. says. I like, of 
all things, to stop at these inns which are not the 
regular stopping-places. The people are social and 
firank, and you get some insight into the national 
modes of getting on. You will find no teacups and 
no tea (but that first of necessaries you always have 
with you), and you have a droll medley for your 
table-service; and, instead of a dandy waiter with 
his meager French, and his "subito Mgnora," and 
his action never suited to the word, you have all 
the family to serve you, with their amusing Individ- 
ulities, and all eager and indefatigable^ 
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We left our shelter Bt Mllagare at nioe tfak 
iBoming. We are often Wondering at the com- 
plaints we ha-re heard of the impositions in Italy. 
We had excellent bread end delicious butter from 
the casoina (the duke's dairy) with our tea, and 
fred) e^B in the momiog, generous un-Italian fires 
ID two nxHDti, and a pair of chiclcens for to-day's 
-lunch, all for one dollar each ; and being an iim 
■where travellers seldom stop, they had the tempta- 
tion to pluck well the goose that ia rarely caught 

I walked on in advance of the carnage this mom- 
vog, and a heavy, impenetrable mist came scudding 
over the hills in one direction, and far, far away in 
another the light streamed down in a ^very shower, 
in which the old faith of the land would have en- 
veloped a descending Divinity. I was amid scenery 
so wild and solitary that it recalled my earliest 
ideas of Italy got from Mrs. Ratcliffe's romances, 
when I was suddenly awakened from a revery to 
an uncomfortable consciouBaess of my isolation and 
helplessness by the apparition of a savage-looking 
wretch clothed in sbeep-skins. He, however, betook 
himself to the reliable occupation of tending his 
sheep. Soon after an ass^rider overtook me, and I 
tried to keep pace with his beast, thinking that he 
.was a saf^uard who possessed even so much prop- 
ertj' as an ass, but the brute ambled away from me ; 
and while I paused, hesitating whether to proceed 
w turn towards the carriage, I perceived a ra^^ed, 
wild-locking man in an adjoining (idld, who eyed me 

Vol. IL— M 
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for an instant, and then came rapidly towards me. 
I hesitated no longer, but turned and walked qinclc- 
Ijr down tli« hill, seeing, as I looked askance at my 
pursuer, that he gained on me. " Ob," thought I, 
" what a fool I was, when Franfcos told me yester- 
day tlus was no country for a lady to walk alone 
in, to try it a second time !" Dke the Iri^man, I 
thought all the world might hear the nnging in my 
ears, when, to my unspeakable relief, our great ma- 
chine, with its attelage of six horses, appeared 
in RghL Oh, how brave I felt as I ag^ turned 
and eyed my enemy, who immediately retreated, 
giving me tiius some colour of reason to believe that 
I had been on the verge of an inudent very rare 
of late years. It is surpnMng to me, with the 
temptations of boot; wiiich the rich English travel- 
lers offer, the urgency of the people's wanis, and the 
favourable posntions occurring on the great thorough- 
fares, that robberies are not frequent in Italy. 

The wind blew furiously to-day on the summits of 
the Apennines. ThesB gusts of wind, as M. read to 
us from our guide-book (at the moment it seemed to 
be swelling to a hurricane), formerly carried away 
carriages, travellers, and all ; but now all danger ^of 
such a catastrophe is obviated by stone walls erected 
for protection by the " paternal grand-duke." 

At our fourth post all wildness and sterility disap- 
peared, and we came down upon declivities v>i& 
lai^e tracts of rich pasturage, where herds of cattle 
and flocks of sheep were grazing, and a little lower 
down appeared plantations of vines and olives. Aa 
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we approached Hm most beautiiiil city of Florence, 
the bills, even at tiiis sear season, appear lilcc terraced 
gardens, and, as we came down the last long descent 
with the valley of the Arno at our feet, and fdr 
Florence with ila spires and domes before us, we 
seemed to have passed into another world. The 
olive-tree resembles our ordinary■^sized willow in its ■ 
shape and in the hue of its foliage. Some person 
has happily said that " it IooIes as if it grew in mocm- 
light ;" an idea exquisitely transfused into poeUy by 
Koiyon in his address to his " sphered vestal !" 
"Oi adding j^et t paler peneiieneu 
To tbe pile oliie-lree." 
The olive lives to such an age that the peasant he- 
fieves the oldest were planted in the time of our 
Saviour. The bearing-limbs are continnally renew- 
ed by trimming, but the main stems are apparently 
sapless, and so decayed and hollow that you won- 
der how the juices can be kept in circulation. And 
yet they are in full bearing in the most steril places, 
where, as our friend K — n said too poetically in prose, 
" they pump oil from the rocks." 

"We are settled for a week at tbe ScheiderfT hotel 
on the Arno, formerly one of the palaces of the 
Medici. This, I fancy, is the season when most 
English are to be found in Florence. It seems like 
an English colony. The coaches in the streets are 
English, with English ladies and English liveries. 
Tbe shops are thronged with Ei^lish, and the galle- 
ries filled wifli them.* 
* IbtnMuUMdii^fiHtdeUgbtMlnvnMiaBiirfFlcnDoa. W*. 
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Tmiuwi, Deceoibn t. 
My dbab C, 

Vft arrived here last eveniag just at the mom^t of 
the only Italian sunset we hare seen to be compared 
vith our brilliant sunsets. The golden and crimson 
rays renuoded me of home, but how different from 
anything at bom^ the Gothic structures and towers 
that reflected them. Our drive yesterday was through 
as lovely a country as can be imagined ; broken into 
steep, high hills, whose declivities of every form are 
enriched by the highest cultivation, which shows, even 
now, what a garden Tuscany is; that here "Nature 
makes her bappy home with man." There seems 
to be a fitness and harmony between the ground and 
its tillers. We have seen nowhere so handsome and 
attractive a peasantry. They have bright cheeks 
and bright eyes, and the most graceful cheerfulness. 
The animals, too, seem the fit of^pring of this their 
bountiful mother-earth. The osen are mouse-col- 
oured, lai^e, fat, and beautifully formed. 

When we arrived at the inn we found that all the 
apartments au premier were held in reserve for an 
expected " milor Anglais" (all the English on the 
Continent are " my lords") ; so we are obliged to 
put up with a little saloon without a fire, and to 
hover round a smoky chimney in R.'s bedroom.* 

mnnwd to it *t ■ pleuanter teaaon, when mf record* went mora 
pirtlculir and mm; pioTt mora iiilHHtla(. At lay rate, 1 itail ■loid 
tba tediauaiiMo of repelitioa. 

* 1 once uksd gm Engluh frisnd, who, T thou^t, wu ■ufficlsnUy 
■ jMoMphw to Bi^iin ind porbapa to mIto iIm qaMtiaD, "bow it 
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As we have been looking forward to a pleaSBiit 
Sunday bere, you must forgive my grumbling. We 
fully realize &e happiness of travelling in a large 
party when we assemble, a little ChiistiBn congr^ 
gation,^^ our mass. That being over this morn- 
ing, we sallied forth to the Cathedral, old and 
grand, rich without and within. It has a rare mosaic 
pavemmt of black and white marble, representing 
Scripture bistory, and events -and diaractav of the 
Catholic Church, in a masterly style, by a mere out- 

b*pp«n> that tb* Eogliah ua «o maeh didiked on Uie ConlinanL'' 
" Uow etn it be oUierwue," be replied, " when tbej occapr tb« bMt 
kputmenti, ride in U» best curiase*, um Uw b«M faonsa, ind, in 
•hoit, bmaul the natlTn in eTeiylhing?" And when to thia po- 
laDtUlitjr ia added the Engliahman'a ahroMa and piids, hia idaud ht- 
■ptitude at adaptation, hia sxcluaiTflneaa, from principle, taite, and 
habit, and tlie coDaciouanaai □[ indiaputablis aup«riontf Chat be mui- 
ifeata in all patu of tbs wotid, thus everyvrhera running aFonl of 
Mhar paopla'a aBlf-lorea, national pride, and, I mar add, ja>t a^ 
Mlimitioo, it ia lerj explicable why he ia the aubjact of general di*. 
like. It i* a pity bs ahould thui lose the benefit of bis wide-apread 
beoefactiiini. It ia tbs Eoglisbinan who keepa ali«e atid aatir tbt 
needj popDlMJon of theae old cities. It it he oho bnilda Ibe hotUaj 
who ista the wheelt in molioa oa the roads, who makes a beaten 
path to lbs lemplei of old art however aeduded, and to ihe eTSrlaat- 
isctampleaof NaturahoweTerdifficnltofscceaa. Bat Uua sU aOM 
(or nothing to long u he maiotaint bit national demeanoai, and (m 
an Ilaliao geatlemsa laid to a friend of mine) " comet dona into 
Italy ai if he were at the head of a Ticloriooa army !" 

The American trsTelleTa being aa jet but a handfol in eompariam 
wilb tbe English, and ipetking the aame language, are nwrged in 
Ihem. If not English, why then, they say, " you are English Arast- 
icaiia.'' Bat tbe mometit they became fully aware that you beloaf 
U a Mpaisle and indepeodeni natioo, they open Ih^ hearts, and 
poor out a flood of gtiefa againat tbe Engliab. At wa ara a yoanf 
•atioo wa staootd he Settle, and avoid tbe biblai of tbe puant 
■Wet 

M2 
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Iking. It bean a very ctuious resembluice to 
B«tzc)i'8 etchings. There are frescoes in the sacris- 
ty, desigaed by Raphael, in which there are three 
portraits of himself ; if not en peiiUre idealized, he 
must have had an outer fitting his inner man. In 
thii same sacristy are twenty-five volumes of church 
music, illustrated by Benedictine monks in the fif- 
teenth century, in colours as vivid as (he rainbow, 
and with the most elaborate finish. For the rest (I 
adopt a great authority) " vide Guide-book," which 
guide-book sent us ofi* in search of the Fonte-Blan- 
da, to which Dante, by a simple mention, has given 
an ** immortal youth." So up we motuited and down 
we strode through a street that no carriage could 
pass ; and at the foot of it, and at the gate of the 
ci^, we found the fount^n. Sienna is celebrated 
for the purity and abundance of its water. Here it 
flows through several pipes and by grotesque mouths 
into an immense basin, which is covered with a 
stone-vaulted roof of three arches ; and, banging 
over this, on the verge of a perpendicular hill, is a 
lai^e church dedicated to St. Catharine. It is a 
most picturesque place ; but what ia not picturesque 
in Italy 1 The old hags I saw skinning lambs, as 
we again mounted the steep bill, were subjects for 
Michael Ai^lo. If these old women had been 
bom in New-England, they would as soon have 
flayed themselves as flayed lambs in the street of a 
Sunday. So much for conventional virtue ! It was 
festa-day in Sienna, and these secular employments 
were a curious episode enough in the general 
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"idkfise" and gayety of the streets. It was St. 
Catharine's festa, too, being her natal day, and we 
were passing by a little chapel, built on the site of 
4he very house in which she-was born j so we pushed 
Asiile the curtain to the door and turned into it, ex- 
pecting to find it crowded ; but she whom the paint- 
ers more effectually than the church have canonized, 
has met with the commcm fate, and has little honour 
ia her own country— ^r her own chapel. There 
-were some twenty children kneeling about the door, 
who subtended tbdr prayers to stare at us ; and the 
youDg priests who were going in and out, 1 inferred 
from the direction of their eyes, thought less of the 
saint than of the blooaung young heretics who were 
with me. 



Radico/ane. — ^We were up bettines this morning, 
and before seven drove from the httle piazza, with 
its antique column surmounted with the nursing 
mother of Romulus and Remus, and her human cubs. 
We were but a few miles from Sienna when I dis- 
covered that I had left my shawl and mantilla at 
the bead of my bed, where I had placed them to 
ruse my scant pillow. I sent back a line from the 
next post, but, I take it, there is little hope in Italy 
of retrieving such a loss. If the master of the ho- 
tel chances to be honest, the cameriera will be too 
quick for him.* 
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As we have proceeded od our journey to-day the 
country has become sterile and beggara roultiply. 
We have been followed up and down hill by a tail 
of little beggars clothed in a mass of ragged patch- 
es ; yet th^ beautf , with a certain grace and le- 
finemeot in tbor ezpres^ons, vent to my heart 
They are not beggars " by theiis or th«r parent^ 
iault }" and when their little hands were stretched 
out for " CttfUa" I longed to take them and lead 
them to my free, unoccupied country; and they 
W«e quite as kindly disposed to us, promising us 
for our fewhal^ieace the protection of all the saints, 
the company of " Maria Santissima," and, to crown 
all, access to Paradise ! 

K. asked a boy of twelve years, who wore a cot- 
ton jacket and trousers (December 9, two thousand 
four hundred and seventy feet above the Mediterra- 
nean), and maaifedly no under-dothes, " if he knew 
where America was ?" " No ; nor England, nor 
Rome, nor Florence !" Another, still older, had 
heard of Rome, but he bad been four years to school 1 
" His mother was dead, and there was no one to pay 
for him, and give him bread any longer ; and," he 
concluded, " there is no work — ah, signorina, questo 
paese h molto povero — molto miserable !" 

(rom aach iweeping uid an&ir jadgmenti, Hr propett^ wu Hot 
after ma to Rome by rettarino, with a rerji ciril note from our ho«t 
ai tha Aqnila Neta ; the man who bmnght it nierBlj reqnirod a n- 
ceipt for it, and peniiled in mfuung ■ rsward for bit Mrriee. Tbia 
woald ha*a been ■ rare instance of diiintereitad ciiilitj in America, 
and nqtiiLai ia England ; bat Mill A 
tapenting Italian copiditj ! 
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Pow and miserable indeed! It conmsts of a 
range of Tolcanic hills without soil, exoepting here 
tad there enough to sustain pasturage for a few 
sheep. We are on one of the highest, dreariest 
suDomits, and are now, just as the evening is clodng, 
fottiBg in the huge balcony of our barrack-like inu. 
I will sk^ch the scene before us for you. No j we 
are tiot quite at the summit, for that is crowned 
ivith a ruined fortress, and cowering under its 
walls is a wretched village, between which and our 
inn the road passes. Before our door is an old 
stone fountain with the armorial beatings of some 
forgotten family. From the fountain there is a 
straight, sleep path to the village above. Ascend- 
ing this path are asses with immense bundles of fife- 
wood on each nde (a &mily's winter supply proba- 
I)ly), connsdng of mere twigs and withs. There 
are priests, too (the only people here, Francois says, 
who don't iDork and do eat), with their gowns and 
three-cornered hats, dawdling up the path. And 
there, driving their scanty flock to the fold, goes a 
shepherd and ^epherdess, and their little girl, look- 
ing lean .and wearied, their windowed ragged- 
ness half hidden with dark red mantles (here the 
shepherd's costume), which hang to the ground be- 
bind. Aound the fountain are gathered ass-drivers 
drinking with their asses, and b^ide them b an old 
hag, who, having just espied us, has pressed her fin- 
geis on the aghttess eyeballs of a child beside her, 
and then vrildly stretched her arms towards us, is 
u^ing " carita !" 
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la the street under us is a smart Enghah travel- 
ling-carriage waiting for a change of horses. The 
courier is sauntering round it, and my lady's maid 
is in the rumble; a gentleman is standing beade 
the open door, a very pretty young woman is in 
the carriage with three pet-dogs. The httle rag- 
ged escort that followed us up the hill have sur- 
rounded the carriage, reinforced by some half dozen 
blind and maimed old creatures whom the soiind of 
vheels has brought down from the village. The 
lady is caresnng her pets, feeding them with raians 
and biscuits, as welt as I can see ; she gives no heed 
to the beggais' clatter — ^yes, she is tired of it—she 
asks the gentleman to get in, and ^ey coolly close 
the windows. I don't know what my poor little 
b^^arly friends think, but this turning asde from hu- 
man necessities to pamper brutes seems to me one 
of those " fantastic tricks at which the angels weep." 
My dear C, you may say "something too much 
of this;" but beggary here, remember, makes up a 
good portion of the history of the country, or, rather, 
a running commentary on the neglect and abuses of 
its governments.* 



Vitetio. — Wb left that wild place up in the clouds 
this morning with only just light enough to see our 

* No ODt bom and bred In EurcqM san well ipufiiM how MiikiDg 
the mnl uti beggary of tbe Old World ia to ui Amarieui aj*. 1 
molt be IbrgiTen f(» a ledioui iccuneiKe loil; Icoold nototbar- 
wiaa taiiiy gne mj in 
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viDdiDg wa;. We again entered the papal terri- 
toiy at the end of our firat post, and we find increa^ 
ing wretfihedne^, and our own wretched condition 
in bad roads, puny horses, ragged harness, and in- 
competent postillions, all betokening his holiness* 
dominion. We passed to-day through Bolsena, now 
a miserable little town, but once an ancient Etrus- 
can capital, whence the Romans are said to have 
removed 2000 statues I " The world is a stage," and 
die scenes, with but a little longer interval of tinie, 
as BlUftbg as the scenes of a theatre. 



I WISH you could have seen us, ieax C, an hour 
ago, escorted about by two little fellows, ragged and 
beautiful, who would fun hare persuaded us to go 
to the Church of Santa Rosa to see the sabt's body, 
which is exhibited in her own church. But though 
our conducfois rdterated in most persuanve tones 
"h una bella Santa — Santa Rosa," we persisted in 
leaving the vilely dirty streets of Viterbo for the 
suburbs, where we had a delightful stroll to a chapel 
of SL Francis', which we entered just as a proces- 
non of Franciscans went in to their vesper-service. 
Our little guides dropped on their knees and joined 
in the service j and so did we in our hearts. How 
sidliiilly the Catholics have made many of the offi- 
ces of their religion to harmonize with the wante 
and spontaneous feelings of man. A vesper-service 
is the very poetry of worship. 
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On our retarn our ocerone, witfaoat waraiog us, 
knocked at tb« door of a house, into which we were 
admitted by an old crone who, on the boys saying 
something to her in a low-toitcd patois, conducted 
us through a suite of apartmmkts, and passed us over 
to the " PadrvnL" He led u3 out into a garden, and 
told U8 this had been Madame Letitia's, and was still 
in the poasesaon of the Bonaparte family. I fancied 
this was a mere invention to filch us of a few paula ; 
so I was grudgingly offenng the fee when the gen- 
tleman, with a very dignified bow and a " grazie," 
declined it, and turned away to pluck us bouquets of 
Toses and geraniums. It was now my turn to say 
"grarae," and to feel as if I had been guil^ of a 
meanness quite equal to that which, with a troe trav- 
eller's prqudice, I had gratuitously imputed to the 
Italian gentlemui. 

It is difficult for us to imagine that this little town, 
irhtch now contains about 13fiOD inhabitants (not so 
many as some of our western towns accumulate in 
three or four years* growth), has been standii^ ever 
snce the time of the Etmscaos, was a cdebrated 
place in their day, and has ance often been a papal 
remdence ; but these Old World towns have, as an 
Irishman might say, a growth two ways. 



We left Viterbo at seven-diis moniing, little think- 
ing of what dread moment to one human being was 
the instant <tf our departure. We started with ax 
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hotaea, and, accordiog to the lawa of postbg in the 
pope^ dominioiu, vilh a postillioQ to each span of 
horses, lliey were all yoimg men, one a boy of 
Hurteen, and all impetnoua and noisy, beyond what 
yoQ can veil conceive, nerer havii^ beard the clatn- 
pnr oi Italian postboys. There were two carriagct 
leady to start at the inrndoor. FiartfMB, anxious to 
h«Te the advaotage of preced^ice oa the road, urged 
our postillioiis, who needed no nrging, and we set 
off at a gallop down the steep street of Viterbo and 
into tiie maricet-place crowded with people. I shud- 
deied as I saw them jumping on one side and the 
other to aT<nd ns. I called to Francois to checkout 
speed; he ^ not hear me, ami on we dashed, turned 
» comer, aad a moment after we fdt a slight jolt ol 
Ac carriage as if tt w^e passmg ov«r atMnetbiag, 
and a momentary dieck of the horses, and heard 
ones and exclamations, and again the postmions* 
clatnour burst ibrtb, and the horses were put to their 
speed. I Qanat mj htKid out of the window, and 
tew the giris in the rumUe as pale as death ; K. 
bent forward and said, " We have run over a wom- 
an. I called to Frant^is and the postillions to stop ; 
they did not hear me ; say nothing in the carnage ; 
it will do no good to stop now." The postillions 
■ytere still ui^ing their horses, we were actually ra- 
ting wp lull, the scene of the tragedy was already 
far belund, and fearing, as K. did, to shock her nn- 
ele by ccwununicating the disaster, I submitted to 
tite apparait barbarity of galloping away, unheeding 
the misery we had inflicted. A half hour afterward 
Vol. n.— N 
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m courier who passed m on horseback called ou^ 
** & morta !" (" she is dead !") It has been a glo<HBj 
day to us. 

Nothing conM exceed the dismay and dread in 
the faces of the young postillions when we stopped 
at Hie post-house, except the boy, who, being the son 
of the poGtmaster, was sure of acquittal, and bwe 
widi perfect unconcern all the blame which his com* 
rades heiq>ed upon him, impotiiig the disaster to his 
unddlfulness in not turning aade his horses. fVan- 
9ois confirmed their statement, and K., at thrar ear- 
nest supplication, wrote as mitigatory a statement 
fiir them as the case admitted, to be presented to tiie 
pcdice of A^terbo. Fran9(U8 tells us now that she will 
be recalled to Vitorho as a 'mtness, and coo^tulates 
luma^ on lus supeiior wariness in . not putting hu 
name to the testimonial. " Miss K.," he says, coolly, 
"did not think." "No, EVan(;<ns;>but, if aite had, 
^e could not have reAised to do justice to those 
men because she exposed herself to incoavenience.** 
"Ah, madame, one must take care for one's self 
first!"* 

* Wa went through Ihe qsubI traniitiaiu, being fint incBnaed at 
tlisp(Mtilli(nia,>iid theD,wbenweMt ttaamJMTrofMchuignig O* 
free faUvf (net bUk uid dale lot a. piiaDu in Viterbo, ilialf ■ piiaim, 
with tbe cuiwi of all the town, and the horror of haiiuK Hut ■ fel- 
loW'CrBBtare"anaDOiot8il,iniaoDealed,''topiir2star7, we pitied them. 
PianoMe ■ftetwinl reeogniwd one of them at Rotoe, who Uli Um 
he had got off with a few weeks' impriBDmneiit. " Waa the wcm- 
an TOUDS?" asked Franfoii, "Sa-ao," "Had ahe a hnsbBad?" 
"Yea." "Did toq not fear he would itab your* "^At fiiit,T*«i 
bat ba waa a aenaibls feUew, ha thanked iw, and oOccad li) tiMt na 
toadinnei'" 
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Odb last posts were through the dreary wantes 
that encompass Rome. The campagna is not, as I 
had ignorantlj believed, a lerel, but presents an un- 
dulating surface, without morasses or stagnant wa- 
ter, or anything that indicates unwhole&omeness ex- 
cept its utter desertion. The grass loofe rich and 
rank, as if it sprung from a vii^in soil, and its tints 
tire glowing, even at thi^ season. There are scat- 
tered here and there large fiocks of sheep, with lean, 
haggard, and half-clothed shepherds, and shepherd's 
dogs; and there are herds of oxen of a very large 
and fine species^ and with horns as beautiful as ant- 
lers. But, with these exceptions, there b no life. 
From the summits of the hills, and there are consid- 
erable hills, the eye stretches over a wide reach of 
country, extending far miles in every" direction, and 
here and there an old barrack-Hke dwelling, a 
crumbling tower, a shrine, or a crucifix ; but no 
deerful habitations, no curling smoke, no domestic 
sounds, nothing that indicates human life and " coun- 
try contentments." It is one vast desolation ; a fit 
Burrounding for the tomb of nations. As we caught 
the view of St Peter's, and the domes and spires of 
the three hundred and ^ty churches of Rome, it 
seemed as if life were still heating at the heart of 
the body doomed to die first at the extremities. 

You may expect to know my sensations on first 
se^g Rome. I cannot tell them, my dear C. I do 
not myself know what they were. I forgot myselil 

Two Doiles from Rome we passed the Tiber, on 
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the Ponte Molle, the place where Constantiiw nu 
the viaioo of tiie cross ! and, aUsr pasnng this, &« 
aipect of the country changes, and inmediately 
around the walls of Rome there is a belt of villw 
and gardens, a little discordant with what has pre- 
ceded, like gayly-diessed people in a foneral train. 
The city, as we entered it at the Piazza del P<^lo,* 
has the gay aq>ect of a modem capital, with its 
fountain, stataes, churches, and onifbnn modern edi- 
fices ; but there are certain antiques, like the £^gyp- 
tian obelisk, covered with hiert^lyphics, which rfr- 
semble heirloonu in the bouse of gay young people 
who have just set up housekeeping, ^^e had plenty 
of time for observation, while Francois was trying 
to soften the officials. But tiieir hearts were too 
hard fin- his rhetoric, and so we drove to the Dogana 
Enough the Corso, the prindpal street in Rome,, 
long and narrow, loolong, I &ncy, as we proceeded 
at a foot-pace, with a soldier on each side, like cap- 
tured contrabandist!. The Corso was &11 of gay 
equipages, filled with English people, and lined, for 
the most part, with mean shops, with mean, every- 
day commodities ; such diops and such " goods" as. 
you would see in the " Main-street" of Hudson, or in 
any other second-rate town. We had no feeling of 
Rtttae till we arrived at (he custom-bouse, and saw 
lha« some witnesses for the old city, in a portico 
r with superb antique Corinthian pillars. After a lit- 
tle iassy ceremony, a mere make-believe peep into 
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Mir ba^age, and tiie pByment of a (ew panls for 
thia gentle treatment, we w&fe released, and are at 
diia moment in comfortable apartments in the Hotd 
de Rtme. We are m Rome ! We were be^nning 
to think the deep-blue sky of Italy a traTeller's sto- 
ry, but h«e it is. The evemng is delicious; there if 
" An ampin Mher, a diTinei ajr." 
Our apartments open on a terraced garden, and 
ve have been walidng in it amid orange and lem- 
<n trees bent with fruit, and roses and fioweiing 
dirabs in Uocnn. Some of these, planted in rases, 
stand OQ fragments of antique sculptured pillars. I 
observed one on a colossal foot, chiselled, perhaps 
by a Greek artist At erery turn there are statues, 
antiques too, patched as our grandmothers patched 
china — ''Greeks with modem Roman throats, toes 
and fingers pieced on ad libiHm, and even a trunk 
wiQi legs, arms, and head supplied. How the organ 
of reneration must thiire in Rome ! 



W. came to us immediately on our aiiiraL Could 
anytlung be more fortunate than our meeting him 
here where the girls most need the brother — ^friend 
he will be to them, and we all need the refreshment 
of his sowe^ and the comfort of his co-operation. 
K— n is here too for the winter ; so we have sud- 
denly come into possession of an independent for" 
tune ! W. has engaged onr lodgings near Monte 
CavaBo, kxddng out on a green hill, die Viminal, 
wkh a garden adjcomng in English oceupao^, and, 
N2 
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of coune, in lugh oultiTatioii, and, what it better, 
than all the rest, with the bud shiniog; on us Stota itn 
rising to its setdog. We pay twen^-Uire« Lods, 
one hundred and one dollars, a month lor our Fooms} 
all other expenses are a separate a&ir. This low 
price, as we are assured it is, is in copfiequenoa 
of our heing &r. from the English (fadiioaable) 
quarter. But, as we have no acquaintances, that 
does not signify, and the acquaintance we wish tp 
make, and daily vmt, the Colosseum, the Forui% 
tie, are very near to uiL The tribute which pil^ 
{rims from ail parts of the world pay to these ruins 
is now the chief support of Rome. There are here 
every year from ten to twenty thousand strangers, 
Biaay readeote for the wmters, and English peopUt 
noted fix the liberality of their expenditure,' 

We have been to the Colosseum, not farther from 
us than your neighbour S — y is from you — not > 
quarter of a iDil& Where it stands, apart from 
modem Rome, the ground is grass-grown end bro- 
ken into footpaths. You have seen a hundred pic- 
tures of it, read at least a hundred descnptions, and 
, yoi) know its dimensions,'' and yet, my dear C, you 
' cannot imagine its ii^resmoa, I do not mean the 
impreasion of its uubrtdten circle ; of its gradation of 
!Doric, Ionic, and Corinthian iwders ; of the soft 
colour of its stone with its c^es of weather-stuning ; 
of Uie sbrubfl waving like banners frtsm its htiy 
heights i of the slender vines that penetrate its erer-. 

' Ui slnDnfumiM ii 1B41 bM, iU haigU 19T. liwbi^ofte 
•laas i* 3W fiwt, wd it* bnadth U9. 
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iocs, and heng out thor flexile curtains; of ita faeila 
of glowii^ flowers, or <^ the mossy matting of ita 
ruioed stairs.* Now all this is fbnn aod colouring, 
which here, as elsewhere, holtls discourse with the 
senses. But it is that, while standing under the 
shadow of this mighty ruin, you first fully realize 
that you are in Rome — ancient Rome ; that you are 
treading the ground Cssar, Cicero, and Brutus trod, 
and seeipg what they saw ; that this is the scene of 
tjie magniGceat crimes and great deeds that £11 tlie 
blackest and brightest pages in the Old World's 
story. Under your foot is a remnant of the matsivfi 
pavement on which the triumphal proces^n trodj 
before you is the Via Sacra, the Roman Forum, the 
broken temples of the gods, the Palatine Hill, the 
ruins of the Csesars' palaces, the arches of Constan- 
tine and Titus, and the Flavian ampbitbeatre, the 
Niagara of ruins ! 

■■ Tb« hetit mm o'er 
With litent wer^p of ib^ tmX of old ; 
The dead but sceptred sovereigiu, who alUl rule 
Our iplrit* from theii onu." 

This is no poetic exaggeration. I am inclined to think 
Byron is the only person who can describe sensa' 
tions which people of far more cc»nmon mould than 
his feel here. 

The Colosseum was built chiefly by the Jewish 
captives af^r the destruction of Jerusalem, and was 
dedicated l^ Titua with the slaughter of 6000 wild 
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beasts. Xt waa devoted to gladiatcKial contestB, to 
the fight of captive men with captive beasts and 
with one another; subsequently it was the great 
arena where ChiiatiaDs furnished ftxth the dramatic 
show of b^Qg torn limb from limb for the entertain- 
ment of th^ fdlow-men and women.* Hie gladia- 
torial games were celebrated here for the last time 
in the fifth century. Tdemachus, a Christian who 
in vain had remonstrated against them, threw himself 
between the combatants, and was immediately killed 
by the enraged spectators. In consequence of this, 
ibs Emperar Hooorius abolished the games, and the 
niBr^ became -a saint 

The structure remained entire until the eleventh 
century, when by a Roman noble it was converted 
into a fortress esteemed nearly impr^able. In 
1333 it was the scene of a bnllfight. At the end 
(tf the fijurteenth century it was converted into an 
bo^ital. In the fifteenth a portion of its mar- 
ble was burned into lime. In the SLxteenth century 
it became the quarry from which the nobles of Rome 
constructed thdr palaces, and partisans of all par- 
ties their fortifications. In the seventeenth Sixtxia 
V. attempted to establish a woollen manufactory 
here! After all these vicis^tudes, the papal au- 
thority was at last interposed to save this magnifi- 

* Thowi wba Ukfl duheuMninc liewa of tba piogreu of mm 
■bould lOlBce lhemielT<» with looking bacli in the wocld'i htsto. 
);. WhktmHild now be thought ofihe aatocnta of Anatri* and 
BdMa (not msn noted Tor haiita 0Ter-*aft) if thej wan to funiidi 
tor their mbjecte the ihowi that emnasd the polMwd BotneneT 
Bu not ChiutiaiiitT daia loiaethiiig Ibi ni t 
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cent rcJic of antiquity by Chiiatian consecration 
Benedict XIV. in the middle of the last century 
lanctified it, and erected a cross in the centre of the 
arena. 

Considerable reparations have been made from 
time to time, and are still making. The original el- 
evation is preserved entire but in one small segment 
of the circle, and there it appears stnpendous. Its 
fire rows of seats are in part still manifest. Tfae 
seats of the first and second rows were cushioned, 
and the senators and those of consular rank occupied 
them. They ascended in position, and they descend- 
ed in rank, till they came to the poor women who 
were above and below all ! 

When I thoi^ht of the purpose to which tlua the* 
atre was devoted, I felt myimpression of its sublim- 
ity abated by my consciouuieas of the degradation 
of humani^. My imagination called back from the 
dead the hundred thousand people who filled this 
vast circuit I saw the Roman ladies locjdng down 
on the poor captives of the fin^ and tfae buman 
sacrifice j and I wondered if, when they met in their 
passage through the vomitories, they talked of the 
ast new fashion, and tenderly inquired of the young 
mother " if her baby had yet cut a tooth 1" That 
monster^ " curiam" does so harden tfae heart ! 



We have been to St Peter's, and are not disap- 
ptnnted. The great works of nature and art ^- 
vays surpajssed my expectations. We walked in s»> 
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lence up and down the nave, made Hie circuit of th« 
wall, stood under the glorious dome, and content- 
ed ourselves with the effect of its atmosphere with- 
out studying the details. The most beautiful object 
in appTOadiing St. Peter's is certainly not itself; the 
dome is lost in this view, and the facade has neither 
grandeur nor harmony. Nor the colonnades with 
their row of statues, but the heautifiil fountains, the 
very types of life, grace, and youth where eveiy- 
thing else is fixed and heavy. 



Simday. — ^We have been Out of the Porta del 
Popolo to-day to attend service in the English chap- 
el. It is greatly to the honour of the pope that he 
permits the public worship of heretics here in the 
very heart of his dominiwi. This is better than the 
burning of the convent in our land of liberty of con- 
science and universal toleration ! There was a con- 
gregation of from mx to seven hundred people, with- 
out any notable attraction in the officiating cle^y- 
man. It is cheering to Bee the English, wherever 
they most congregate, maintaining the observances 
of their religion. We found at Wiesbaden, Frank- 
fort, Geneva, and here at Rome, a. regular English 
service cai Sunday; not a nominal thing, for the 
English, with very few exceptions, scrupulously at- 
tend it." 

• W« ntal; no Eo^Uh people tnxtliag on Sundij ; and u it 
IdioItw no ducradit, uid to ihitain from it often impOHi diaaf^oiot- 
ment and discomfort, thu iodicBte* the staadfutiHH of theii nli> 
fioDi prittciplei. CiptUB Baul Hali'i " Patdiwaik," juM publiAidi 



. 3 iizodb, Google 



I BAD been walldtig about SL Peter's to-day till I 
felt the exaltation wbicb the grandeur, the vast liches, 
and endless wonders of that glorious church produces, 
when I was suddenly attracted by the changing 
group around the bronze statue of St Peter. This, 
formerly a statue of Jupiter, has been made by papal 
consecration the presiding divinity of the Christian 
temple. It is a sitting figure, elevated a few feet 
from the floor, mth a circlet round the head (now a 
glory), ibe left hand raised, and the right pres^ng a 
key to the breast. The rigid face has a cold, inflex« 
ible expres^on most unsuited to the impuldTe dis- 
dple. It looks like the idol it is ; and rather angup 
laily in keeping with tins expression is the ri^t 
foot protruding from the drapery, condescendingly 
presented to the kiss of the faithful. 

I have often heard of the kissing of St Peter's 
toe J but, till I saw grown-up men and women ac- 
tually press their lips to this worn bronze toe, then 
rub tbeir foreheads against it (a phrenolo^cal man- 
iiestation !), and finally kneel before the image, I had 
never fairly conceived of this idolatry; and ye^ 
should we call it so 1 Who shall analyze the feel> 
ing in which love and reverence blend "i a nicer art 
tiian to separate the ray of ligld ; who shall judge 

contaiiu *D intermting hiatory of (he ateidf eSbrtB of tha Engluh tX 
Rome, wtiich mnlMd in tbe eMabluhoMiit «( " ■ Proteatint cema- 
tsTT. B Uhnrch of EaglsDd Mrrice, tad > chaiilaUe (and diipenwd 
M B Rflfomwd Bllu to ihe inbjacta of the Miareign poDliSL" Ood 
an Ihe lution (hat bind* to tt* altui iti damwtk tiu tnd tl« dut- 
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and c(mdeiim.the impulses of derotioD in an ignwant 
mind t I will not, but rather describe the scene I 
saw before thia image to-day. Amoi^ the throng 
who came and went were two peasant-women, both 
in coatume, Each had a cluld in her arms, one a 
bc^ about two yeata old, the other a ^1 somewhat 
youi^er. They were ragged, but I ua accustomed 
to seoDg these Uttle, loet cberuba in rags ; and hap- 
pily, in preparation foi a visit to the grand Basilica, 
they had unda^ne the rare ceremony of a washing } 
and their bnlliant eyes shone out firom the unsullied 
golden gronad of the Roman compleadon— but gold- 
mi w yellow hardly desmbee their pecuUw tint of 
ddn^-'Wctar Hugo has done it well in poetry : 

" OmmM* qn'il eM doti da nraa 4a aaUlL" 

About this glowmg complexion bung the richest 
curling hair of a glos^ golden tvown. The mother 
of the boy, after kissing the toe herself, put his lips 
to it He submitted to the ceremony scnnewhat re- 
luctantly, faintly touching it with his Ups, and giving 
his nose a brush across it. 

As he raised his head he saw the little giri vihoet 
mother was waiting for her turn, and half springii^ 
"from his mother's arms, he kissed the child's ronnd 
cheek of warm fiesh and blood, and uttered a jojrons 
chuckle at its contrast with the bronze toe that re^ 
sounded through arch and aisle. It was a pretty 
triumph of nature ; a living picture in this land of 
pictures !• 1 
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December 30. — ^A uon beautiful moniitig, my , 
dear C. The sun has just risen above the Viminal 
Hill. I perceive a slight hoarfrost on the garden 
oppoGite to us. Tbe leaves on the tall orange-tree 
hj our window look alightlj chilled ; and the foot 
women who are pastddg with thor ^awb close 
dravm over their heads shrink from the aiesny as 
ours would if the mercury were ten degrees below 
zera This is the first itoet we have felt in Rome. 

We devoted yesterday morning to Crawford's and 
Thorwaldsen's studii. They present a striking ccm- 
trast of the toils, privations, and difficulties of the 
young and Btni^ling genius, with the comfort, nches, 
and glory that wut on him who has won the day. 
Crawford is at this moment laiH up, dai^eronsly ill 
fiom overwork, and Thorwaldsen is making a visit in 
his native country which is little short of a triumphal 
progress. Sculptors, from the w^ht of their mate- 
rial, are compell^ to work on the ground floor. 
Crawford's studio occupies three obscure, small, and 
sunless apartments, so cold and damp that they strike 
a chill through you. Here he has a few things fii^ 
ished, and several spirited and beautilid models that 
are to be done into marUe if he has orders for them. 
The sculptor labours under a disadvantage from tbe 
cosdiness of his material ; if he be poor he cannot 
put his design into marble till it is in part paid for. 
Our countrymen, not being practised in these mat- 

iKdioeu doei it thii ramrace, hii atUDdiuta fint tpting forwud and 
gjf« it u) effeetira nib with Ihcdi cambric handknchieb. 
Vol. n.— O 
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ters, have not suffidently considered flus, and orden 
have be^ sometimefl given with generous intentidns, 
* Ixit with the mercantile idea of paymeot on delivery 
of the goods, which could not be executed for want 
of money to buy the block of marble. It is the 
English custom to pay half the price of the work on 
giving the order. Amon^ Crawford's designs is a 
veiy noble statue of Franklin. It ia meant to illus- 
trate his discoveries in electricity ; he is looking up 
to the clouds with the calm assurance of conscious 
power. What an embellishment would tlus be for 
one of the Philadelphia squares! Another design, 
which seemed to me to belong to the romantic school, , 
is the r^ of snakes described in the Apocalypse. 
The curse is falting on a family. The group inevi- 
tably reminds you of the Laocoon, and in one respect 
it seemed to me superior ; the parental instinct here 
triumphs over phy^cal angmsh. Crawford's last 
and most 6nished work is an Orpheus, which, as far 
as discovery has yet gone, has no proto^pe among 
the ancient sculptures. He has presented the rare 
husband at the moment of entering bell. Cerberua 
is lulled, and his heads are fallen in sleep ; the lyre is 
cltsely pressed under Orpheus's left arm, and his 
right hand shades his eyes, as if to concentrate the 
light on entering the dark region. The figure will, 
I believe, bear anatomical criticism ; it has the effect, 
at any rate, to an unsdentific eye, of anatomical 
success. It is light, graceful, and spirited; a most 
expres^ve imbodymg of poetic thought lliere is 
the beau^ of perfect qmmetry in tiie face, widi 
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a diade of eameatness which, though unusual in 
clasmcal models, does not at all impair its clas^cal 
serenity. The young man ia said to possess the 
courage and persererance that is bone and muscle 
to genius ; if this be true, he is sure of success, and 
this cold, cheerless studio will, at some future time, 
be one of the Meccas of our countrymen.* 

We bad some lUscussion last erening with our Eng- 
lisb friend K — n on the character of American intel- 
lect, which ended in his coniessing his surprise at what 
we are achieving. " I find," he said, " establiidied 
here and at Florence three American artists (Green- 
ough, Powers, and Crawford). We have but three : 
Gibson, Wyatt, and M'Donald : and you have Mr. 
Wifde at Florence, who has set himself down there 
to write the life of Dante, and is investtgatiDg hia 
sulject with the acuteness of a thoroughbred law- 
yer ; and here is Green, your consul, who, with firml 
health, has determined to devote twenty years to a 
history of Italy ! I told a friend the other day tfiat 
we must put to whip and spur, or we should be dis- 
tanced." It is something new to hear our country 
admu-ed fcv anything but cutting down forests and 

* OnoDi rotDiD to Bdow fram Nipl« we had thepleuora of per- 
■ODil Kquiintancc vrithUr. Crawfoid, und oT cmfinDing our prepM- 
MMOtu in hii ^Tmr b^ *ctaal obiemltoa. The tid* had eren Iben 
lamed in hji fiToar. He bad reetnared hi* health and becoow 
known lo manjp of hia coimtrrmeo. While thia book ia loing 
throa|h (be pieH wg hear that ■ aam of S2900 hu been mada np 
in Boalon for hia Drphena. We hope that New- York vill not U( 
behind, bnt will aitend hec hand lo her own aon while there ia fat 
BODia &iih atid leneraaitf id doing ao. When ha become* heller 
known then will be no maril in asnding him ordera. 
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bmlding ap towns in a day, or makiiig railroads and 
canalu; but surely, the same power that in one 
' stage of our progress overcomes physical difficulUes, 
will ia another aclueve iotellectual conquests. 

The exteiwve stables of the Barberini palace have 
been converted into a studio for Thorswaldseo, and 
they are filled with the roost exquisite forms which 
invention, memoiy, imagination, and love can take. 
The collection of sculptures that bears his name gives 
you some idea of the variety and beauty of his works. 
That which impressed me roost, and brought teai^ to 
my eyes, which 1 igoorantly supposed marble could 
not, is a colossal statue of Christ. His arms are ex- 
tended, and he seems on the point of saying, " Come 
unto me, all ye that are weary and heavy laden, and 
I will give you rest" There is a most affecting 
blending of benignity and power in his expression; 
you feel ^at " God has anointed him above his fel- 
lows," and that " he will save to the uttermost those 
that come unto him." The head of our Saviour in 
Ijeonardo da Vinin's Last Supper is the only one 
that approaches this in force of expresidon. Clurist 
is attended by his disdples, «x aa either ade. The 
statues were done for a church in Copenhagen. 

There is another adnurable set of figures, detngn- 
ed, I beUeve, for the pediment of the same church. 
These are neceesarity so arranged as to make on 
each ^de a descending line from the centre %ure. 
This is done with consummate art ; ea«A ^ure seems, 
irithout design or choice, to have fallra into the at- 
titude expresrave of the feeling of the moment. 
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J<^ the Baptist preaching is the middle %nre; 
next stands a scoffer, his head thrown back. An 
old man bends over his staff in devout attention ; a 
young shepherd is liveted to the spot, while two 
boys are playingwithhis dog; a child is leaning on 
his mother's shoulder ; and another mother is ^tting 
OQ the ground, with her infant in her arms. Besides 
sending these great productions to his native coun- 
try, Thorswaldsen has founded a museum in Copen- 
hagen, and enriched it with copies of his works ; 
and thus he will send pilgrims trooping from all 
parts of the world to his far, cold land. No wonder 
the Danes love him, and follow his footsteps, load- 
ing him mtb gifts and honours. 



My DBAS C, 

Thk is the festa of St Peter ; of course, a great 
day in Rome. As we have been so long negligent 
of the privilege we may any day enjoy of seeing the 
pope, we went this morning to high mass at St. Pe- 
ter's, where he was to be present He has the merit 
of having risen from the lowest grade of society, 
and is said, besides having considerable learning, to 
be an amiable, inoSenave old man. You know the 
great democratic principle of the adnussi<»i of all 
to all employments has ever been fundamental m 
the Catholic Church. 

A Catholic ceremony is, to the eye of a Protestant^ 

more or 1^ a dramatic show, with a rich theatrical 

wardrobe and dull actors. What, I wonder, would 

02 
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an hnmUe stndcnt ol the Goqids, who had ncror 
heard of die Cathdtc Church, think on coming into 
St Peter'a, and walldi^ up the nave under its vault- 
ed and golden ceiling, vith its inctustatioiis of pre- 
dous marbles, its scnlptured columns, its magnificent 
arches, statues, mosaic pictures, and monuments ; its 
gilded hronze baldachino (made of the ^ils of 'the 
Pantheon), its hundred lamps burning round St Pe- 
ter's tomb, with his image prending — and let it be 
bis festa, with the pope in ibt triple crown, gor- 
geously arrayed, sarrounded by his cardinals in crim- 
son and embroidered satin, attended by his Swiss 
guard in tfadr fantastic uniform, and by his g&arda 
nobili; what if there were such an uninformed per- 
son as I have imagined among these multifarious 
spectators from all quarters of the world, what 
would he ^unk on being told that this was a Chris- 
tiao temple, and these the disciples and ministers of 
ttie meek and lowly Jesus, who taught that Qod only 
accepted such as worshipped Him in spirit and in 
truth! 

The ceremonies we saw to-day (and which cer- 
tainly would not contribute to ttus supposed person's 
farther enlightenment) I shall not describe to you. 
The pope, who is an ugly old man with a big nose 
and a stujud expression, had an elevated seat bdiind 
the tribune, where his priestly attendants seemed 
chiefly occupied in the care of his ranbroidered vest- 
ment, which flowed many a yard on the ground 
when he stood, was borne by them when he moved, 
and nicely folded and replaced in his lap when be 
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again sat down. The cardinal^ as a class of men, 
are very noble in thor appearance. . Wi(b the ex- 
ception of two or thrte middle-aged men, they are 
old, and have the badge of age, their thin and white 
locks frin^g theii crimaon scuUcaps. They too had 
train-beareis from an inferior order of priests. One 
part of the ceremony was solemn and thrillmg, as a' 
devotional sentiment expressed nmultaneously by a 
mas of men most always be. At the. elevation of 
the Host all the Catholics present bared their heads 
and fell on their Imees, the swords of the soldiers 
ringing on the pavement The music was delicious. 
After the chantings were finished, and his holiness 
had blessed the aasemUy, he was placed on a chair 
covered with red velvet, the triple and jewelled 
crown was put on his head, the chair was placed on 
poles also covered with red velvet, and borne cm the 
shoulders of twelve priests. On each side was car- 
ried a huge fan of peacock's feathers ; and thus ' 
suited and attended, he made a progress down the 
nave and into a side-chapel. He shut his eyes, 
drooped bis bead, and appeared to me like a sanc- 
timonious old woman ; but, to show bow just such 
passing judgments are, I was afterward told the 
poor oM man said he habitually closed his eyes to 
escape the giddiness occaaoned by his position. 

As we stood in tiie vestibule awaiting our cai^ 
riage, cardinal after cardinal drove off; and as I 
saw each heavy coach with fat black horses, gild- 
ed and tasselled harness, and its complement of 
three footmen in embroidered liveries, dash through 
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BO ignorant, vretobed multitude, nearly rtuuiing 
orer the Uind and lame, those words of doom oc- 
curred fo me : " Wo be to the shepherds of Israel 
diat feed themselves ! should not the shepherds feed 
■ the flocks 1" " The diseased have ye not strength- 
ened, neither have ye healed that whjch was aclc, 
neither have ye bound up that wMch was broken, 
twtber have ye brought again that which was 
driven away, neither have ye sought that which 
was lost" But let us not forget, my dear C, that 
from the herd of priests and monks issued such men 
as Wicklifie and Luther, and thatin their body, and 
having died or to die in their faith, are such men as 
San Carlo, Fenelon, and our own C* 

Tired of waiting, K. and I left the rest and walked 
home. Passing a half-open door, we heard a mur- 
muring of tiny voices, and, looking in, we saw in a 
dark, damp, cold den, lighted only through this 
half-open door, a dame's infant-schooLf The teach- 

* And here, too, for tbe take of our cbaritiea, I quota M* Siwnon- 
di, wbo ia rq linn of piiesU, and aMuredJ; no hTouTsr of the Ko- 
nun Cathpllc raUgiOD. He tajt, " The pontifical gorernmeiit eonnta 
■mong ita (erruits more men diatinguiabed (or talenti, uid fewer fot 
tluir. licH or want of probilT, th&n tay govemmeat of Enrape [" 
Qntrf — Doei he not mean of Continental Earope t 

i The powerful writet of the addren to the noriing cluM* in Italy 
in tbe " Apoatolito Popolare" mjt, io apeikint of the defectire 
teaching to the few of that clua in Italy who are taught, " Even Te- 
lifioua booki are given lo tbem fa ■ dead language whicb they do 
not uudentaod. The hooka which tbe rtilera canee to be diatiibuted 
in the elementary echoolt teach them to be aenllB, poor-apiiited, and 
aelfiahj and after tbe Auatiian caleehiim— the common model — 
'That aubjecta ahould depoit tbenueWea towarda tlwic aareTNgni a* 
atrmu towarda their mojlcri,' and that the power <rf Dm « 
■ aiteadi to IhMi property ai well aa to theit pereoo.' " 
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«r, a faud-fefttured subject, was IcnittiDg away £ir 
life, and teaching these little things, two, three, and 
four yeais old, their prayers in Latin, which they re- 
peated with the appconted crosangs and genulleX'* 
ions! Most of them were nigged and dirty, hot 
beautiftil enough for Quido's angels. I thought of 
the well-lighted, warmed, and spacious school-nwma 
in my own country, and of the light poured into &.e 
yoong mind diere 1* 



We have been looking at frescoes to-day ; and if 
I should nm into rant, my dear C, about them, do 
not think it is to impose on you New World people 
who nerer have seen them, but that it is the effect 
of norel^ and surprise added to their intrinsic beau- 
^. You are probably aware, as the name impUe^ 
that they are put on the wall while the plaster is 
fresh ; of couise they must be executed with great 
rapidity. The ceiling and the walls of the private 
bouses in Italy are embellished in this way; and 
though ofiai done without much expenditure of art 
tx money, they are so very pretty that I rather 
dread seeing again our blank ceilings. Fresco 
painting is to us a new revelation of the power of 
the art ; and such a fresco as Raphael's Sibyls, his 
School of Athens, or Domenichino's Life and Death 
of St Cecilia, in a certain httle chapel here, seem to 



— Him Babbini'i P<qnil>T Lbmod*, fix e^unple I 
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me as superior to an easd painting as an epic is to 
a lyric poem. Udbrtanately, there ere but few of 
tbese masterpieces in good preservation. They suf- 
fer more than oil paintings from damp and neglect 
The Romans had this art in great perfection. I 
have seen in a gallei; of Titus's baths, in an apart- 
ment of Augustus's palace, and in the tomb of Au- 
gustus's freedmen, all now far under ground, fres- 
coes, medallions, Sowers, birds, divinities, &c., tr&Ced 
with accuracy and grace, and the colours still vivid. 
The Nozze AldobraDdini, now hanging in the library 
of the Vatican, is one of the most beautiful of the 
old fneacoes. It is a representation of a Greek wed- 
ding, is supposed to be a Greek painting, and was 
found in the baths of Titus. Guide's Aurora, one 
of the most ezquiate poetic conceptions ever mani- 
fested to the eye of man, is still as fresh as if it were 
just dyed in the rainbow, on the ceilmg of an apart- 
ment in the Ru8{HgIio8i palace. 

Raphael's Sibyls is also a masterpiece, and it has 
an advantage over the Aurora in bearing the impress 
of the true religion. It seems to me the most for- 
tunate subject a painter ever chose. It is painted in 
an obscure littie church {Sania Maria deUa Puce); 
so oDcalculating is genius 1 The place to be cover- 
ed was an arch in the nave, the most awkward po»- 
sible, it would seem, for the disposition of the fig- 
ures. But difficulties were only spurs to the genius 
of Raphael ; and so perfect is the grace and nature 
of this picture that it would never occur to you he 
bad Dcd place and space at will. As tlu^ after se^ 
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bg tbe gaDeries of Florence and Rome, w my ia- 
Ttnuite jncture, suffer me to describe it to you, my 
dearC. 

The four dbyls, the lay prophetesses who are sup- 
posed to have intimated to tiie Old Wtnrld the reve- 
lations they had remved of the coming of our Sav- 
iour, are the subjects of the picture. The time 
choseo is the moment of the angels' communication 
to the inspired women. The fiist is a beautiful 
young creature in the fie^est ripeness of woman- 
hood. Her record-book is in her lap, and her glow- 
ing face, turned towards the angel, conveys the an- 
nundation, " Glory to God in the highest, and on 
earth peace and good-will to man !" The face of 
the cherub, who is looldng at her intently, with his 
chin resting on his dosed hand, indicates the joy 
there is in heaven at these tidings to man. 

The next ^byl is writing down the revelation as 
her heavenly messenger reveals it Her face b in 
profile. It has something more than mere joy ; a 
cinnprehension of l^e obstacles to be met and the 
moral revolutions to be made. There is eag^ness 
in the angel's face, and an almo^ IMvine enei^ in 
the young woman's. The art that could ^ve such 
force to such delicate lines is amazing. The face is 
the most ^iritual, and I think the most beautiful, I 
ever saw. Her whole soul is so intent on the record 
she is making that it seems as if her pen would cut 
through die tablet 

The next figure r^ainds yon of clasocal models, 
of somethmg pre-ezistent in art, wMch notluog else 
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in the picture does. It is v&y lovely, and &cpnm- 
es perfect awe and reverence, as if her inward eye 
beheld the " King of all living things." 

The fourth is a dark old womaD, who c<Miipre- 
hends the coming struggles with the powets of AbA- 
ness, the martyrdoms, Uie seed to be sown in tear^ 
and, seeing the end, is unflinching and unfearing. 

What must Raphael have thought and felt before 
he painted this picture 1 He is the Shakspeare of 
painters, and with almost as full a measure of inspi- 
ration. The picture is a poem, sui^ as I hope may- 
be fonnd in die libraries of beavra, if the soul read 
diere without the intervention of letters. 

Domenicbino's Evangelists are in the four angles 
of the dome of St Andrea della Valle. They are 
reckoned his best irescoes, and he is reckoned sec- 
ond only to Raphael. The freedom and vigour of 
the figures, and the freshness and harmony of the 
colouiing, are strikmg. St Mark's muscidar arm 
actually stands out firom the picture. There is a 
lion (his symbol) at his feet, with lovely childrmi 
playing on his back, at whom he looks round so 
gently that he reminded me of the humane lion of 
Bottom's Pyramus and Thisbe. 

St John, an angel who holds lus inkstand, and 
two little boys at his feet twined in one another's 
arms, are all personifications of love ; commentaries 
: on that IMvine admonition, " little children, love one 
another !" 

These frescoes are the transfer and perpetu&tion 
of actual existence. They have but the one fauh 
of Donatella's statue-^*' thry do not breathe." 
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AAa looking at these pictures till oia nedcs were 
stiff, we went to San Carlo to see the Canlinal Vir- 
tues, alao by Dominlcbiiio. But we had bardly got 
in when a young priest ordered us out, because there 
was to be on expo^Uon of the sacrament, and the 
presence of Protestant ladies must not profane the 
ceremony. "We had just come from witnessing, un- 
molested, the same service in the Sistine chapel, in 
the august presence of the pope, and so we told hini. 
But the young priest was inexorable ; exorcise us he 
would ; and so, casting a pitiAil look at the Lady 
Charity who sat impotent among the Cardinal Vir- 
tues, we were swept out. This is the first discourtesy 
of the sort we have met with here. Naiducci, our 
landlord, was so scandahzed when we told him of 
it, that, after many exclamations of " is it posdble 1 
flm — a Roma !" he went to ^ priest and brought 
an apology, and a very civil invitation to come again 
to the church. It is the studied policy of the Roman 
people, irom the pope down, to conciliate the Eng- 
lish ; and such is the precedence given them at the 
religious ceremonies, and so great th^ number in 
comparison with that of tbe Italians, that you might 
imagine they were qiectacles got up for their edifica- 



* Then u saather reum, u I hare baan toM bf ■ pioDi Cithtdic, 
wbj w <"" of !"■ fulh "V Hen tt the eenmaniei M St. PeMr'i. 
Tbej lie conndersd b; Iben u nthat ipectaclei Uud fin r^gtoni 
adiflcBtim. 
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Jtmvary I. — ^Yov must know by this time that 
our friend K — n is not one of those vimteis at Rome 
whom M. Sismondi j^nstly reproaches with regarding 
it merely as "a museom where pictures, statues, 
Qionuments of antiquity, and all the Tarious produc- 
tions of the fine arts are ezhtlnted to their curioaty, 
to whom the 160,000 or 180,000 inhabitants who 
lire within the walls of Rome appear merely an ac- 
cessoiy." K — n sent us a oote this morning, iDform- 
ing us that there would be an immense concourse of 
the Roman people in costume at the Piazza Lavona, 
and onr carriage being soon announced by our coach- 
man smding us up two splendid bouquets — ^New- 
year's favours* — ^we set c^ to see the show. The 
Piazza Lavona is tiie largest market-place in Rome. 
It was so completely filled with the people, and their 
products and wares, that it was with some difficulty 
we made our way among them. At last we got a 
station in the centre of the piazza near a fountain 
where four mer-gods, seated on rocks irom which 
the water issues, are sustaining an obelisk. There 
was a fair going on. Very few of the people were 
in costume, unless, alas ! the general badge of South- 
em Italy, rags, may be so termed. The graceful 



* Thii wu not ni unimDnicai kiadneu in 
on ntnmiug to oor curiage fromKxne ■Igfat-seeing, we TmiDdakDal 
of jonqnili, or violeti, or > ptpei of delicionc amoking chettnuM. 
"Thellappilienof lirewmBdeupoT minuts fnctiiHu, of little (ast) 
■ooD forgotten chuitie*." Tbs bumbleit, like aai good' Miriioo, 
HUT Ihiow in theii mile. 
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■wbUe bead-dress wUcb you see in the pictores of the 
Roman peasantry is uncommon now. The women 
wear in its place a cotton handkerchief tied under 
the chin, which being of a blight colour, has rather 
a pretty effect Some of them wear cheap Eogjish 
cottons, but the genoal diesB at this seasoa is a stout 
woollen plaid, almotf petdurable.' The men wear 
hats with high, sugar-loaf crowns ; the shape of the 
brims it would be difficult to tell, for I think I have 
vever seen a whole one. Their breeches are un- 
strapped at the knee, and their legs sometimes bare, 
but usually covered with what may, by a stretch of 
' courtesy, be called a stocking. Every man who 
can command such a luxury once in his life (it is 
kept on as long as it retains a semblance of the 
original garment) weais a cloak, and as gracefully 
as if he were a troubadour. They really look like 
princes in (Usguiae, so lofty, independent, and majes- 
tical is their bearing. Mr. Gibson, the English art- 
ist, in speaking to me of the strildng grace of the 
Roman people, imputed it, in part, to the affabtl- 
i^ with which they are treated by their superiors, 
which saves them from the shyness and constraint 
whose " natural language" (to borrow the phreno- 
logical term) is awkwardness. We alighted to see 
better what was goii^ oil Mariano cautioned us 
to leave in the carriage whatever might be purloined, 
as the place was full of "Lombardi," and expl^- 

■ TbsM itnCb %n, for Ihe moM put, nuimliclDiad at id Mlablbh- 
tnenl balongiiig to the goieninieitt. Ther eoM UTeaty -fiTs ceota 
p^r jvd, B jud Bod s qoBrtei ID width. Tlie; are lometuiwa boa» 
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ing his meaning b^ &e s}iion;itie LaJhri (Aiercs). 
A curious memorial this of the old van with tbs 
Ziombards. We made our way amid graio, vegeta- 
bles, poultry, honey, eggs, coarse wares, wretched 
toys, and a most clamorous crowd, and were follow 
ed by ragged boys screamiug " Vuole un facchiDol" 
("Do you wish a porter T-') and were glad to get 
back to the carriage with some paltry toys, the best 
we could find, for Mariano's children. I have never 
seen the children look so happy as to-day ; not one 
but had some trifling toy. 

Lady D. finds the Roman people much deteriora- 
ted during her twentyyears' acquaintance with them, 
incivility and surliness in the place of th»r former 
graciousness and " captivating sweetness of man« 
ners." This may possibly be, in part, owing to the 
influx of English, whose national manners are not 
calculated to call forth " captivating sweetness" in 
return. It is certain the people here do not mani- 
fest the light-heartedneas and careless buoyancy we 
have seen elsewhere in Italy ; but may there not be 
ibe faint dawn of a better day in their thoughtfid- 
ness, even though it be sullen and sad t 

It is s^d that the Romish religion is nowhere len 
respected than at Rome ; that the women are still 
under its donunion, but that among the men there 
is a pervading infidelity and, of coarse, a discon- 
tent with the government, that will urge them to 
join m any hopeful movement agfunst it How can 
it be otherwise when the government, instead of af- 
fording them ud and protection, only puis forth iti 
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power and ingenni^ to tax and harass them 1 
" Rome," says M. Sismondi, " pretendiDg to have 
eternity at its disposal, takes httle care of the future 
of this world." 

' The streets are thronged with idle men. A por- 
tion of them are the laboureis on the campagna 
who, to avoid the mal-aiia, come ioto the atj when- 
ever uaemployed ; and as festas, including Sundays, 
occur twice or thrice a week, this is nearly half the 
time. On my remarking this concourse of idlers to 
Mr. G., he said, " Perhaps you are not aware that 
many who appear mere idlers aiejacchini (porten) 
who are waiting for employment" I can only say 
I always see them " waiting" never employed ; and 
in Borne, where there is no commerce and no manu- 
factures, what employment can there be for this herd 
of feccluni 1 Not absolutely no manu^ctures, for 
there are many thousand sculptors, workers in mo- 
saic, makeis of conchiliglias, and other like jititr' 
araekeries for milords Anglais ; but remember, these 
are all articles of superiluity for which there is 
BO r^ular and certain demand. The interchange 
of productions between the different states of Italy 
is discouraged and shackled in every way by their 
nileni, so that the beautiful Roman mosaic has no 
market at Florence, nor the pietra-dura, the manuh 
future par excellence of Florence, at Rome. 
^ There is no comfort in buying anything here j no 
article has a^xed value or price. The seller aska 
the highest price he has any hope of obtaining from 
^oraoce and credulity, and the buya " beats down" 
P3 
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till im time or his patience is ^lanrted. I hsTe 
been taken in more than once by suppoang that 
"^fijxd priceM" in great letters announced, u it would 
-with us, the inflexible rule of the dealer. On and 
occason I was looking at an article, vheu K. vluqier- 
ed to me that the price waa extravagant — I should . 
offer less. I pointed to the "fixed prices," and 
shook my head, and, after paying the price demand- 
ed, I had the mortificatioD, before leaving the shop, 
to see another purchaser come in and, after a little 
trafiSddng, buy the article at half the price I had 
g^ven. Frequently, after solemn asseverations that 
the thing has been offered to us at its ultimate price, 
we were followed out of the shop and on to &e 
pavement with proffers of reduction, and finally it 
has been seat home to us at our own price. And to 
Gaa degree of debasement is a people brou^t who 
are bora in one of the richest climates of the world, 
and loaded with God's good gifts ! 

But do not imagine, my dear C, that fliis debase* 
ment is universal. It obtrudes itself upon fho notice 
of strangers because those who traffic with than 
are most exposed to temptation. 

An American geodeman who has remded in Italy 
tot many years told W. that, leaving out of (he ao- 
connt conjugal fidelity, he had never fonnd in any 
part of the world better faith or more virtue than in 
Italy. This testimony does not prove all it asserts, 
but certainly it intimates tliat tiiere is some good 
ftitb and much virtue. Our consul is married to an 
Italian woman, an exceedingly pretty and attractive 
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peiw», who, in cm cixacliBg New-EngUad, might be 
lield up as a pattern-wife. 

Signor N., from whom we hire our rooms, occu- 
pies an apartment next to us, and we are on tha 
fiieodliest terms. We have found him honoura- 
ble and liberal in his dealings, and most Idnd in 
his attentions. His wife is a higfaly-accomplished 
BitiBt, one of a large family, all qualified by the ed> 
ucation which a widowed mother, by dint of energy 
and struggling, obtained for them, to secure an it^ 
dq>eodent existence. They now cherish that moth- 
er with filial devotion. And, to come down to the 
humblest life, our coachman, who spends all the 
daylight of erery day in our service, is invariably 
faithful and patient, and moderate in his demands. 
Now, my dear C, if the only Romans we chance to 
know would be valuable members of society any- 
where, it it not a hint to us to talie the denunda- 
tions of travellers with some allowance, and, at any 
rate, that we may safely enlai^ our charitie)! 1 A 
little more<m this head, and I have done. I will re- 
peat to you, without the slightest deviation, a Hory I 
have just heard from an English gentleman. A friend 
oi bis, an artist, who was rea^ng in Rome with bis 
ynk, lost one or two cUldren. lo dieir first an- 
gmrii they wae advised by their Italian nurse to 
change the scene ; and with that instinct of nature 
which always turns to the birthplace as the dniversal 
panacea, she begged them to go to her native viI-> 
\»ge, 6fty miles from Rome. They bad scarcely 
reached there when the cholera broke out, and ibey 
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were pot IB qdarantiite. Tliey had expected to re- 
main but a few days, and had little money vith 
them, and there was no poeabilitjr of communicating 
with their fnends. Rather a dilemma to be thrown 
ia among the priests and Levites of this world! 
There was no borrowing ; for, save Bome few dol- 
lars lud up in the village for the payment of taxes, 
it was as moneyless as one of our Western settle- 
jnoitB. They lived by barter. The Engli^ stran- 
gers were obliged to remain four months. AH tbdr 
wants were suppUed. The people trusted them iiw 
definitely. Quantities of grain were brought to 
Ihem, which they exchanged for smaller commodi- 
ties. They made acquaintance with a gentleman in 
the neighbourhood who lived a secluded but iuxtt- 
rioui life upon two hundred dollai^ a year 1 He had 
a good library, was highly cultivated, particularly 
well informed in regard to everything in England, 
and, furthemuwe, one of the excellent of the earth. 
All this, dear C, amoi^ the dis^umest, lying, mmv 
dering, treacherous Italians i There is some super- 
fiuoos reviling in tins world I 



b it a fuxf of miBe, think you, dear C, or is it 
remarkable that most of the best i^'eserved monvH 
ments here are aaodated with good names that 
^line out among the great ones of old Rome 1 The- 
Colosseum bears the family name of Vespasian, and- 
is the record of the magniGcence and triumphs of 
bis SOD. The Arch of Titus, the conqueror of the 
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Jews — the man who, when master of the vorld, mgh- 
ed over every day unmarked with a good deed aa 
lost— etiU spans, almost entire, the Sacra Via; 
DruBus, Coostantine, and Septitnius Sevenis, vhoee 
arches are remaining, are, if not at the extreme right, 
aomewfaere about theju^emt/ieuof andent names; 
and the lof^ column of Trajan, " best of the good," 
still bears the record of his deeds. The unimpaifh 
ed column of Antoninus Pius is the memorial of a 
man whose name defflgnated his eminent goodness. 
Almost every day we drive under the still perfect 
arch of the gentie Nervals Forum, while the palaces 
of the CffiSBTS, extended and embelUahed ~by such 
beastly wretches as Nero, Caligula, and Domitian, 
are a shapeless mass of niina ! 



If I had your poweis of desoiption in this way, 
dear C, <w Cniiltahanlfs' of illustration, I would 
pie you a letter worth having on the beggars 
of Rom& The Italian has sentiment in lua nature, 
and the beggar expresses it in the form of his pe- 
tition. His " Non m' abbandonate," and " Cari- 
ta, agnora, per I'amor di questa imagine !'"* kindle 
your imagination if not youi heart. How I should 
like to show you the fellow who sits, like a monaidi 
oo bis throne, on the stairs of the Piazza di Spagna, 
and whose smile, disclo^ng teeth strong enough to 

• " Donotabtndoojiu!" snd " Cluritr, lidj, fbrtbe loreof tfaia 
hmfe !" Tbii lut lupplkitioii U nude near a ihrine of tba pilifal- 
lookiD( Viigin, wheta the beg(>i bu what in our traffickiui eaanXrj 
wontd ba ulled " > good itand for buauiBaa." 
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grind til the grist in Rome, and his hesitf saluta* 
tion, " Buon giorno, signor," sre well worth the bai- 
oc' be aaks much more as a right than a favour. He 
ia an old recover of customs, and is well known to 
have a fidl treasury. " How dare you beg of me," 
asked Mr. Q., *' when you are already so rich 1" 
" Ah, ugnor, I have my donkey to feed." " You 
are wdl able to feed your doolrey." " But I have 
my nine children, signor." There is no answer to 
be made to a fellow who confesses to such luxuiy ! 
Then there is the poor moiety of a man whose trunk 
(torso !), trussed on to a circular bit of wood slightly 
concave, comes daily down our street of St Vitale 
at a jocund pace ; and the two old crones at Saata 
Jdaria Maggiore who hobble towards you with a 
sort of. pas de deux, and seem as well content that 
one sbcHild get your baioc' as the other, " equal to 
^tber fortune." They are probably partners in tfie 
trade. And ^re ia die handsome youth by the 
French Academy, who has been dying with a 
" sagne di bocca" (spitting of blood) for the last 
fifteen years without any apparent diminution of' 
the vital current ! And the little troop of mountain- 
peasants, whose hunting-ground is somewhere about 
the American consul's, with their bewitching smiles, 
sweet voices, and most winning ways; a genuine 
lover of happy young faces ought to pay them for a 
oght of theirs. Even be^acy is picturesque htn. 
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We went tiiis monuag to the Church of St. Agos> 
tino to see Raphael's Isaiah, one of his most famoua 
frescoes ; the church was so dark we could Dot per- 
CMVe its excellence. But we did see what to you, 
a student of human nature, would be far more inters 
esting. This church has a statue of the Madomia 
8Dd child which has peculiar virtue. Some poor 
^rl havii^, in an ecsta^ of devotion, seen the holy 
mother open and shut her eyes upon her, miracles 
have ever ^ce been wrought for the faithful who 
Imeel before this image. I am not sure whether it 
-be of wood or stone ; but whichever it be, the foot 
is so worn away with kissing that it has been Sod- 
den with silver. The altar on which it is placed 
.was (at midday) brilliantly lighted with candles, and 
a Semicircle of lamps hung before it The mother 
is sitting ; the child stands On her knee on one foot 
in a pert attitude. Both images wear -glittering 
crowns. The mother's throat is covered with strings 
of pearls. She has a' complete breastplate of jewels; 
her arms are laden with bracelets, and her fingers 
with rings ; and, to make her look completdy like 
the c^een of strolling players, her hand is filled 
with artificial dowers. Kneeling before this image 
in earnest devotion (I saw many tears, but not a 
wandering eye) were a multitude of men and wom- 
en, for the most part ragged and filthy beyond de- 
scription, all of whom, as they came in or went out, 
kissed the silver-shod toe — some again and again 
fondly, as a mother kisses her child ! 
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But ihe most extraordinaiy thing of all is the 
guniture of a pillar on thfe Yirgia's right. It is 
Uterally corered vith every species of small wea|H 
<mi' da^eiB, pistola, ancl IcniTes, &c These have 
been dedicated to the Holy Mother by two classes of 
petBODS : by those who have been rescoed from the 
murderer, and by the murderer who ha* escaped- the 
penal^ of his crime. The sanctuary privil^e is 
still in force at Rome. A gen d'armes dare not 
follow an offender into a church ; he may remain 
thefe tiU he is driven by starvatioD to surrender, but 
no one is permitted to supply his necesities. The 
police of R(Mne is wretched. The laws are ill ad- 
nunistercd. AtiociouB ofi^es escape justice, and 
small ones, if they be against the Church, are rigid^ 
{wnished. I believe reports of oime here are much 
exaggerated. We have been repeatedly told that 
our street, which is retired and has few halntalioni^ 
is dangerous after nightfall ; but our friends coma 
and go eveiy evening without molestation, and W. 
sekURn leaves us befwe elttveiL The truth is, the 
courio^ who daily meet and gossip on the Piazza 
dj SjMgno, choose to ^vc abadnameto all lodgings 
remote from that nughbourhood ; and they amuse 
their idle bouia with weavbg little tragic romances^ 
taking care to make diem "deep" — like a certain 
young friend of ours, who, in her maiden tragedyi 
burned all her dratnatis personie alive od the stag& 
"i Mr. Q. and W. had an animated discwsion here 
&i8 evening, W. insisting that it is the eomnon te»> 
timony of mankind that the Romans are addicted to 
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HHniwtHm, and Ml. Q. loaintaiiiuig that diey do 
not strike ofteo, and never but with good cause} 
diat there being no public justice to right the% they 
an compiled, like Eavages, to take the matter into 
their own bai^ds. He said that, notwithstanding all 
tfae reports about robberies, during a twelve jeartf , 
acquaintance with Kome he had known but end 
«k1 that, wb«n the Romans rob, they do not stab { 
^y have no cold-bloodedcruelty. 

Love, which runs into disease only anwng tha 
Uf^er claasefi io other cotmtriesy plays ita daily tra- 
gedies here iiiAong the humblest It is the natural 
<^ififing <rf idleness. With these bot-l^ooded, imt* 
petuous Italians jealousy is almost Bore to spring op 
witb it ; it is, par excellence, the passion of aocial life 
in Italy. Tliere was a beauti&il young woman hired 
by a l(»^gn artist to dt for him ; this b one of tkc 
most producdve of the paaave industries of Home. 
Her husband ftnrbade her going to the painter's ; she 
ie[£ed ^t he did no&bg for her, and she must 
earn what As could. Yesterday he fellowed her to 
flie arlisf fl studio, and adced to see the pictise of his 
wife. The artist readily admitted him, whereupon 
he plunged a knife into his wife's boE<Hn ; she fled, 
and be stabbed her a second time. To-^y she died. 
Public opinion is in the husband's favour, and it ia 
said be will only pay the penalty of a few days' im^ 



But what morals can be expected of a people 
who have the worst examples of bad futh &om 
Uiose who should be th«r models as well as proteo- 

V01..II.— Q 
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tots. E — & told me a stoiy of some bi^aidi vbo 
had become formidable oa the road betweeo here 
and I^aplea some yean snce. As the ceremoniea 
of the holy-wetk approached the outlaws felt an 
iiresustible denre to *' walk the Seven Baailic«e ;" 
which means, I take it, confendng and dcaag peoance 
io these supremely holy sanctuaries, an observance 
veiy dear to all good Catholics.^ Their chief en- . 
tered into a treaty with the pope for pennission to 
oome and go unmolested, and the holy ifother, loath 
to repiea ao pious a wish, granted it Their r^ez- 
vouB in Rome was known, and the fope sent his emis- 
saries to persuade them to relinquish th^ unholy 
trade. The conference was proceeding amicably 
iriien the pope's lambs turned into wolvea, ahas gens 
d'armes, and the betrayed brigands were seized and 
bound. " Ah, for shame !" I exclaimed, at the condu- 
non oi the story ; " this is as bad as our treatment of 
the Indians." ** And ours <^ the East Indians !" re- 
qraoded K — n ; " all great nations hare their pecca* 
dilloes t" When will nations bold themselves bound 
by the strict rule that governs an upright individual 1 
Wh^ they are in deed as well as in name Christian 
oationa — and not till then. 

' * " Boniiiee in 1300, tfaa r**' "f tbs jabOM. jnoeliiiiMd ' una iadol* 
leusa plmkr** ibc rach ■■, luTiiig confwMd, ihould *uil for Sftata 
coDMcntiTe daji the churchu of St. Peter and SL PiaL Villuii 
ttfortM that durint tbe j«u thers were £00,000 ttrtagtrm at Roaw." 
—SuamiJi. Hii hoiinen, Bonibca, nnderalocd tba ait ef iadinct 
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The tombs are among the most interesting moira- 
ments about Rome. They annihilate time, and level 
all national and individual differences by spealdng 
to you of ties that are universal, and of eitperience 
common to all. Here, where parents and children 
have wept, you feel the strain of a common human- 
ity; and the only difierence between you and those 
who have Uved and suffered ages before you is, that 
wherein you are most blessed they were most 
wretched. The angel of life did not keep bia 
watch over the burial-places of their dead. If, per- 
chance, a ray of hope penetrated the clouds and 
chirkness that wrapped the tomb, it came from thdr 
own natures, and was wavering and uncertmn, 
most unlike that ^eadfost and inextinguishable light 
which shines in upon the Christian's souL And 
this, I take it, was in part the reason why the an- 
cients built th^ qilendid mausoleumB, such as the 
tomb of Adrian and that of Cecilia Metella, and 
those on the Appian Way, which, even in ruin, ap- 
pear like the vestiges of fortresses and palaces. The 
fast wasall to them, — piide and love sought to per- 
P^uate the memorial of an ended existence.' Mem- 
ory focktly fingered where hope had not yet come. 
We have been to the tomb of the Scipios. It is not 
mwe than fifly years ranee the tomb of the Scipios 
was opened, and now an exact copy of its most 
beautiful sarcophagus embellishes a cemetery in our • 
New World.* Above the entrance to a vin^ard ii 
* Thai to SponiMun at Hoaol Aobimi. 



. 3 iizodb, Google 



IN KOMB. 

the iiiscription, "Sepokra de^ Seipioai." The 
harred door was opened to us by s voman, vbo> 
provided vith wax t&pera, conducted ua down a 
flig^ of steps and into Cbe intenm- of the vault by 
( a nairow winding way, through the buna1-plac« 
• of one of the most iUnstrious families of Borne, and 
where we were treading they came in sad proc»< 
non to lay their dead. We saw on the walls of 
these ctvridors the names, and exact ciques (tf the ori- 
ginal iDScr^tiona, which have been carried off to the 
VatJcan. The niches where the sarcophagi, buata, 
and other fimereal ornaments were placed are emp> 
ty. ScHne of these we have seen in the Vatican. 

We have been to the Columbarium, which cm- 
taiuB the remuns of the freedmen of Augustna. 
They are called Ckilumbarium from the resemblance 
of the small compartments where the urns were 
placed to jngecm-holes; We knocked, as all a»< 
Itjifdy-huntera must do at Rome, whether they 
are in quest of a palace or a tomb, a bath or a ton- 
pie, at a huge, strong, wood^ gate resemblit^ an 
immense bam-door, and were admitted into a vine- 
yard, where we were at once in the midst of sacred 
rehca. Broken, antique, sepulcbral inscriptions are 
inserted in the vrall, some made in vanity no doubt, 
uid some in love ; I noticed one of a father filia 
dmleannm. Fragments of columns, bits of ba^ 
teliefa, and terra-cotta urns were strewn ovn die 
ground. We descended a dozen steps into the Co> 
lufflbariom, a small apartment with a vaulted ccalr 
ing delicately painted in fresco. The bones, resolved 



. 3 iizodb, Google 



ROUE. 185 

liy fire to smsll fragments and ashes, are in tena-cotts 
Teasels with covers, more like our garden-pots than 
like wpaa. These are placed in the pigeon-holes. 
lliuB reduced, men and women may be packed away 
in a Tery small compass ; 8000 aix said to have been 
bestowed here. There are some small marUe saS 
coph^ embellished with bas-rdie&. Octavia's 
tomb is onkaovnii and here is an inscription on hei 
dressi^-maid, and another on her worker in silver. 
But one of the most ioteresdng sepolchral monu- 
Bients that I have seen is that of some honest b^ 
kers, close to the walls of Rome. A very noble 
arch with Ionic pillars has lately been uncovered 
there. When Totila, with his barbarians, had pos- 
Bcsnon of the dty, they pulled down the walls. Bel- 
isarius, who was lying at Ostia,retumed assoon as To- 
tila retired, and, hastily reconstructing the wall, made 
use of whatever would help to shorten his laboor. 
£i this way the tomb of Caius Cestus came to make 
a part of the wall, and thus this superb arch, and the 
baker's tomb just in its shadow, were cov«^ up; 
the tomb is of marble, aod in the sides of the walls 
are openings to represent ovens. The frieze is 
scolptured witii bas-reliefe representing the baker's 
art, kneading, moulding, weighing the loaves, and 
jnlmg them in baskets ; bread and baskets are of the 
identical fonn used by the Roman bakers of the 
presait day. In a bouse hard by, whither they have 
been ronoved from the tomb, are the statues of the , 
baka and bis wife, worthy elderly people, lying sid« 
by ade on a st(nie tablet After going' about day 
Q2 
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•An* day to Ke die niins of tcnqdes to inagnuny 
dmnities, triumphal arcbes, palacea, cironeB, Bod 
UQi^tlieatTei, memoriala of the pride and luxury of 
iodiTtduab and the nusery of " the miQwi]," it wai 
tefreduog, dew C<, to find in this baker's pn^ 
tomb a txoctf Qiat the humbler virtues and domotio 
Brfa irere aometiDMs braoured. 



fiwulay.— Wb went to the ChuA ai St Cecilia 
to^ajr to Kfi the profesBion of a nun. Sigoora IC 
■econpanied ua, and exprassed as aotrnd opiaioiiB on 
emnreotual life aa if, instead of a good Ca&olie 
living under the dropping of monasterieB, she had 
been bred in Boston. A carpet was spread in th« 
BBTe, wiA a double row of chairs set around it, and the 
iseloBuFe was guarded by a ^nalt detachment from 
the pope's Swiss guards. By E^goor N.'s interest, 
we otAained a place on these extra^exdusive seati. 
We waited two mortal hours. The cardinal who 
was to come here to bury the living, was engaged in 
bniying the dead. The mother, with the nurse and 

young bride of beavai, sat near ua, and , who, if 

■he had be£ve appeared to me as a mere fashiona^ 
Us inanity fioating over the surface of life, now 
made me feel that there was a cratain dignity in an 
cxistfflice that ctHnprehended the affections of a wife 
a&d mother. 

The circle of chain was filled, and a lai^ ao- 
dicooe, dufAy English, gaUuKd roond ; finally in 
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ettae the cantiiial and the officiating iMierts, who 
robed him in embroidered satu and p<Hiit iacc, 
idiich they took from a trunk preriouBly bronght 
When he tu completely equipped, with Us jewelled 
Butre OD his head, a chant annouaccd Hie bride's 
aj>proach ; and she entered the church with a (mod 
at her nde and a train attendant She appeared 
about nineteeo, and with that peculiar expression of 
JT^ressed exultatioD that you may hare seen on a 
joUy young girl whose head was txattit witli the 
j^at of a wedding. She was drcased in a load of 
finery, to mnke more stiikbg her renundation oi 
the pomps and Tanities of the world. Her head was 
tricked off with all-ooloorcd talse jewels, feathen, 
gold 'chains, and artifiml Sowers. Her profiiBe 
l>laok hair, her tmly peraonal wealth, hung in ring- 
lets over bet face, neck, and shoulders, and falling 
over the back of her head she had a gauze vol em- 
broidered with »lTer. The folds of ber embroider- 
ed satin gown were sustained by an ultra fashiona- 
ble hump (tovrmtre, par courtoisie), and her train 
was held up by two children three or four years old, 
bedizzened va blue and pink satb, spangles, alver 
fiinge, and tawdry artificial flowers, whb, as I infer> 
red from feather wings sewed to thrar backs, person* 
ated angels ! 

The poor thing knelt before the cardinal and made 
twr TOW of renuaciaticKL She then sat as ioez- 
pressiye as a wax figure, while he addressed to her 
a ang-song exhortation, in which he held up before 
bei K long line of female saints who had endured 



■ glizodbvGoOJ^Ie 



188 moMK. 

wtmtbmAU inflictioDS and mcwtificBtiioiia. Vfiua 
this precious homily, recited and recaved without a 
sign of emotion, was over, she was led out bj^ the 
cardinal, and we again saw her, but veiy imper£ect- 
]y, throu^ a grated door in a side chapel ; dure 
she was disrobed, her hair cut off, and, in the nun's 
halnt and veil, she lay under a pall while the ser- 
vice for the dead was chanted over her. It is not 
loog since this whole ceremony was performed in 
the nave of the church ; and the present decent in- 
novation of withdrawing behind the series is a faint 
sign that there is life and progres eveo here. It 
was, after all, though I have spoken of it flippantly, 
a touching sight to see a young creature self-immo- 
lated through the force of most unnatural carcum- 
stances; but I do not wonder that in a country 
where die alternative is, for the most part, between 
vice and vacuity, a woman should choose to ^ve ft 
religious colour to the latter. 

Female school-education here is in the bands of 
die nui». You may ima^e how well fitted to pie- 
pare girls to be wives and mothers, and e^ctive 
membm of aode^, these poor wretches must be, 
who know the world only through th^ aghs and 
unavailing regrets. 



The bdls are ringing, and so they are in Rome at 
every hour of the twenty-four. There are certain 
convent-bells that ring eveiy fifteen minutes, and 
otbera that ring tlirough the hour. When I am 
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wMmdy a^raked in the nig^t by the tingiag d ^ 
beils, with the deep-sunken impressions of jean, 
I &iicy mysdf in my room in W. jrtreet, and aa 
Albany steaoiCT sanoundiig its amral. What a 
deadly bome-dcknets comes over me as I awake to 
the reality, and contrast the indicatioDS of the bells 
<tf the two counbiea, pretty fairly illustratiTc of thor 
difierent condition. The steamer'a bell announoea 
die arriral of the politidan, bu^ with the project of 
maldng a new goremor and dislodging an old odc^ 
or framing new laws and abolishing the cM; itf 
the philanthropist, who has come to examine piiaoii% 
estaUi^ a peace so<Hety, disseminate Bibks, or bdp 
on the extermination of darery ; of an author, about 
to pabUsh some new theo^ in religion, or poUtics, a 
■ooal life, which is to reform the morals and mend 
Ak manners of mankind ; of the inventor of a new 
machine which is to improve the fsrtmies of the hn- 
man race and make his own ; of a host of merchanti 
to buy EUid to sell. While the bells are ringing 
they are all on shore; no passports, no Dogaaa! 
And what say the midoigbt bells of Rome 1 Why, 
that the poor mtHiks and nuns must out of thar beds 
and troop to preyeis! In the severer orders th« 
BumnwMs is repeated three and four times during tba 
night — this, dear C.,is the productive labour of Romel 



I ABKED an Italian gentleman who was mendii^ 
die fire at Miss M.'s, in die hopeless endeavour to 
send the smoke up the chimney, if the chimneys in 
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Borne were aot apt to smoke. "Tbey att smoke," 
be replied; "and bow can it be otherwise? the bouses 
hare been built hundreds of years, and the clumneys 
lecraitly put in." They are an English luxury, and 
seem contrived, as an English writer says, ratbar 
" to Tentilate than to warm.*' The Italians conader 
fires injurious to health.' There is ice in the street 
DOW, and a blazing fire of half a dozen good-sized 
sticks is essential to our comfort, while our dehcate 
little landlady is warmed with a few coals in an 
eartho) pot (called a marito) with an upright han- 
dle, a most inconTenient affair. The immense mar- 
ble-floored apartments of the palaces are warmed 
only by a bnuner with a few coals. Once I hare 
seen, at some villa, a blazing fire; at the Boi^;bes^ 
probably, for Prince Borgbese is married to an Eng> 
htdiwoman. The ^irirelled, shivering old womeo 
Bitting out of doors with a mariio at thdr feet are 
forlorn ot^ects. 

Yon would be surprised at the articles of food ex* 
posed for sale here, such as cock's combs, the claira 
of poultry, blood, and tbe entrails of animals. I 
smile when I recall tbe time when our village butch- 
er refused to make a charge for a " calf's head and 
feet," and that even now it is coaadered a bold in- 
novation to sell fiver. Meat is sold here in bits as 
small as we distribute about the table ; indeed, the 
poorer classes scarce taste meat at all. Polenta 

> Onr Dudici] tanllemui it Naplei wm m> faaifdl a! tlw larariA 

loflaance of tbe fire, thit whsD ho puwd thnnigh ths dnwiug-rocm 
to hli patwnl'* spartmmil he nept rtraud b^ tbe wal^ 
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(hastjr-^niddiDg) ia here, as in other parte of Italy, 
a prime article of food.* The bread they eat is of 
a good quality, and often made quite luxurious by a 
^preadiog of lard. They have delicate preparations 
of milk, resembling our curds, but much nicer, called 
ricotta and giwncata. These are thought to be inita- 
itably prepared by the peasants of the neighbouring 
mountains ; we thought them so the other day when 
they came to us from a tdnd friend in pretty baitets 
covered with fresh leaves. 

VegetaUes are very cheap, and the very poor al- 
most live on the coarser kiods. I have seen old 
women in the streets devouring the stumps of cab- 
bages. Soup ia th&i luxury ; mup by courtesy, but 
leally the thinnest of broths. Wine holds the place 
to them Oat tea does to our workii^ people. Our 
aervaat was looking -very surly, and on inquiry we 
teamed it was because we had not provided wine 
ibr her breakfast ! Chestnuts are bread here ; they 
are cheap, abundant, and very delicious, much lar- 
go- than Quia, sweet and marrowy, and ^iproaching 
the lusciousness of Ihiit Their sweet odours as 
they are roasting perfume the streets which sadly 
need perfuimng. 

. You will hardly be able to estimate the poverty 
of the Roman pet^le ^ the indications of die food 
on which they live, without knowing the extreme 
cheapness of good provisions. W. tells me &at he 
can get a dinner at a restaurateur's for twenty-five 
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a Ttric^ of TegeUtdo^ a pudding, and a deamt of 
fruitB andnotii 



I wm oor grambHng boosewives vlio faiwy there 
n no plague with servants bat "if lights on their 
ahouldera," conld bear the statements of gnerancc* 
I bear here, and such as I often beard in England: 
The men-aerrants here are more capable than tite 
women, bat they are utterly unreKable ; not having 
the " fear of God before their eyes," there is no de- 
pendance to be placed dtber on tbeir word ot their 
honesty. The women are nninstrocted, and mnera- 
Ue gossipfl and dawdlers; but being still ooder the 
dominiiui of their religion, you have a bold on theff 
consciences. Fran9ras aven there is not a womas 
in Italy who knows how to cook ; but Francis bdds 
to the (M-Achool opinion of women's edacities. 
My hearsay information is of bttle worth, but I have 
none other to give. We have empli^ed but two 
wouCB-servBnts ; the one faithless and efficient, the 
other inefficient and true — passably so. There it 
nothing peculiar to any country in this expeiience. 

The whole tendency of service here is,to corrup- 
tion. Service, for the most .part, is paid fay fe«s 
which are irregular and uncertain. Many servanll 
of cardinals and princes are not paid I^ diar em* 
^yas, but subnst on fees ; they are, in feet, birds 
of prey. For example, a gentleman residing here 
in an (dkial itatioa told me that tmce eveiy year» 
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on the fint of January and on die fiist of JvSj, the 
servants of the inrinces and cardinals whom be vists 
ciRae to demand a fee from him, and he must pa; it 
The day after his first official interview with the 
pope, a servant's bill, amounting to sixteen dollars, 
was sent to him. When the noted bank^ Torlonia 
gives a ball his servants levy th^ tribute — hlack 
mai^-tfae next day cm the guests. To show you in 
what estimation this same gentleman Torloma ia 
held in Borne, it is a common report that his iei- 
vants give his balls ! * 



Mt dear C, you may almost doubt my being in 
Rome, since I have not yet said one word of the 
Vatican, where the hutory and religion of the Old 
World are recorded by the hand of art The truth 
is, that from the moment of my visit to Winchester 
Cathedral, I have felt, as I fsuicy those do who go 
to another world, that the sensations resulting from a 
new ^ate and new manifestations are incommomca- 
Ue. I cannot convey to you what I have enjoyed, 
and am enjoying, from painting, sculpture, and ar- 
^tecture ; and when I involuntarily shudder at the 
idea of leaving alt these magnificent and lovely 
forms, I doubt the vnsdom of our New- World peo- 
ple coming here to acquire hankerings which camwt 
be appeased at home. I would advise no Americao 
to come to Italy who has not strong domestic affeo> 
tions and close domestic ties, or some absorbing and 
worthy pursuit at home. Without these strong 

Vou n.— R 
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bonda to his country he may feel, Trfaen he retunis 
there, as one does who attempts to read a treatise on 
pohtical ecouomj after bong lost in the intuest of 
a captivating romance. 

You would fully comprehend this danger if ;<Kt 
had passed but this day with me. First we wait to 
the Orti Farnesiana (the Faraese Gardens), where 
we were first shown the remains of Augustus* bath,* 
for so a large reservoir of Tibertine stone is called, 
into which flows a stream of the " acquafdice" co- 
pious enougli to drown half a dozen emperws. 
Then we were led down broken steps into the baths 
of Uvia, where, now buried in the bow^ of the 
earth, are apartments suited to imperial luxury. 
The c«lmg (shown by wax tapers) is vaulted and 
painted with a border of the richest colour encir- 
cling medallions of miniature animels, loves, uid 
fauns. The statues have been removed from the 
niches. These are unquestionable remains of impe- 
rial luxury, and our pleasure was not disturbed with 
doubts, as it sometimes is, when we are told, befcre 
a broken staclc of bricks half hidden with thorns 
and ivy, " this is the palace of the C«sara 1" Wboi 
we oneiged into dayhght our guide led us up a 
flight of steps, and, pcunting to a shapeless mass of 
l^tcks, said, " These are the remains of Romulu^ 
bouse !" Our friend, who used to admire the " mor- 

r al effect" of General 's swearing, would call 

this bold lying the " moral courage" of a Roman 

• These iltract'iTB B»moi sro pven snd changed " i (fucrawit" bf 
the «Dtiquahei and gnldei of noma. 
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guide. But the view from the little platform where 
we stood was no fiction. Before us was an amphi- 
theatre of mountains melting into the atmosphere, 
their snowy edges like glittering clouds ; the dome 
of St Peter's enfolded in ether j domes, towers, 
churches, ruins on every side ; beyond them the cam- 
pagna, a lani^ea, with its s&ft, green, wavy surface, 
and the Mediterranean- in the distance gleaming 
like steel in the sun. No scenery that I have ever 
seen is more beautiiiil, none can be more expressive, 
than thai in and about Borne. From the garden 
we diOTe quite to the other extrenutj^f Rome, and 
mounted a hill to viat the Church of St Oaofiio, 
where Tasso was buried. It was in the coDvent ad- 
joinmg tiiis church that he lodged when he came to 
Rome to receive the poet's crown. There is a tab- 
let with an inscription on the wall over the sacred 
spot where his remains were 1^. But a more 
touching memorial of him is an oak-tree in the ad- 
joining garden. It is Uie largest oak in Rome, and 
is called Taaso's, from the circumstance of his hav- 
ing been carried at his own desire to nt under its 
shadow the day before he died. What a scene for 
a dying poet, the entire dty of Rome with its thrill- 
ii^j memories under his eye, and the mountains en- 
closing the campagna, that, if th^ appeared as they 
appeared to-day, so shadowy and ethereal, must 
have sp<dKn to bis soul of that world on whose 
threshold be stood. 

Gome away with us now, dear C, to the Vatican, 
whose galleries the pope graoous^ c^tens to the 
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paUic ftt twelve o'clock on the Monday and Thurs- 
day of every week, and permits tbem to Temun 
open till three, when bia guards appear, and drire 
the lingering spectators, like a flock of sheep, &om 
room to room, till they are fairly out of the palace. 
The Vatican, as you well know, is the pontifical 
palace. It b an irregular mass of buildings, "a 
company of palaces," appended to St Peter's, built 
from time to time, according to the ability or whim 
of succes^ve ponti£&, without reference, in its exter- 
nal, to architectural harmony or beauty of any kind. 
Mrs. Stark gives 70,000 feet as the circumference c^ 
these edifices. At twelve o'clock the Piazza of St. 
Peter's is thronged with English equipages, and 
vi^ters from all part of the civilized world. They 
enter the colonnade that leads to St Peter's, turn 
and ascend a side staircase, mount to a spaciooa 
open court (to which privileged carnages may drive 
by making the circuit of St Peter's), and then enter 
the palace, where, scattered through the immense 
galleries and numberless apartments of the Museum, 
the multitudinous congregation that pressed through 
the portals appear but as a few wanderers. 

My dear C, I shall not attempt to enumerate or 
describe to you the treasures of these marble halls. 
You know that the creative genius of nations which 
had passed away when Rome was founded, has 
f contributed to fill them ; that here are monuments of 
Egyptian and Etruscan art; that here is imbodied 
the "graceful mythology" of Qreec«; that here, 
in eoduring marble, are ber philosophers, poets^ 
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priestesses, and nymphs ; and that here b our real 
world of old Rome in her rulers and heroes ; and, 
chiselled wlule the eye of the' artist was on thor 
living heads, are the busts of Julius Ceesar, Cicero, 
Augustas, Titus, Trajan, and — ^but a list of them 
vould fill a boc^ instead of a letter.* 

Beades the men of past ages, you have their his< 
toiy, their occupations, their religious offices, their 
ganies written in marble. These are gradations of 
adornment, as if to accustom your eye to increase of 
light The walls at the entrance of the fiist ball 
are covered with sepulchral inscriptions; as you 
proceed, these are interspersed with fragments of 
friezes and cornices. Along the ades of the walls 
are placed sarcophagi, batbs, altars, fountains, urns, 
vases, and capitals. You proceed on through length- 
emng galleries with side-halls, and aparUnents with 
pictured c^lbgs, and mosaic pavements, and marble 
columns, to a small octagonal court, in the midst of 
which is a fountain sparkling in the bright, unob- 
structed sunbeams. Around this court is a portico 
containing the most precious remains of art, baths 
in which emperors have bathed, and sarcophagi 

• Tha biut of Juliui Cnui ii nid by [ha antiipsde* to b« a lajth- 
fiil poitniL The &ce ii bo deaplr fimowed thit yon cm bardty be- 
lieve it tabeorimannot more tbanlifif-iu(hia age at the time of 
hli death). Tha &ce ii a record of indexible reaolution, inTincible 
poiposa, ind onintermitting aniietiea. The month ii mher like 
WastainjctOD'a. Then ia a biut d Anguitui Cnaar. raid lo hare 
bean made when he vaa ■ boy of eight or nine, and nid to be the 
moat baantiful bait bi the world. It ia &altlera in ita ajmnmetirt' 
and if he were the enfty mid aelfiah monarch iattorj tepweenta fain, 
he moat aidly h*Ta pairarted fai> natnie. 

RS 
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acolptnred for thai moulderiDg bodies.* E^uiJosed 
in the four angles of (hia portico are masterpieces : 
the ApoUo, the Iiaocoon, the Antinous, and, last, 
Canova's great works, Perseus and the Pugilists.| 

From this portico you pass to the hall of animals, 
where, I confess, I can never linger, though it is 
filled with -works admirable tor Hxeu art ; bat ser- 
pents, fish, reptiles, even stags and dogs, have little 
chance when pitted against gods and men. There 
is one most enchanting little apartment that we caa 
never pass by, called the Stanza delte Maseh^t 
( Chamber of die Masks), from the masks represented 
in its mosaic pavement Among several m^terpieces, 
it has an exquisite Faun in Rosso Jintico, found in 
Hadrian's villa, with theFaun's insignia, the ba^et, 
the goat, and the grapes hanging round his joyous 
face. There is another we always enter too, if 
we can tear ourselves from the Apollo in time, in 
which stands, on an exquisite mosaic pavemeDt4 a 

■ Satot of Iha urcophiiei an unanK (h« m«l beautiful notki of 
art, nch u that famous ona ia the capital od which Ihs battle of 
the Aaiizoni is sculplured. Tfait with the story of ClrlainDffalra, 
and nMDf otben which I BiaminedT would wem to hb robjectB most 
nnHiitad to Kpitlchrsi emboli ish men t. 

t No wotki of modem artist), eicepting CanoTs'a and Thorwald- 
md'*, hiTs been idmiUed into Ite Vatican { and I hope mj praump- 
tioa a*j be forgiisn if I eipien a doubt nhethei Canon'a will n> 
tain their eanabla poaitiou after the partlilil; of bia contemporariei 
hai pMwd awa;. The authoi of fioma in the Nioetsenlli Century 
nya Uial Canma'a " Panaua looka more like an ictoi representing 
Penasa than like Peraeas bitnielf." A limilai criticism migbt be 
Bilended to bia other voika ; the; have not the free, untouched n&- 
ton of the lUifoaa. 

X This ia the moat betotifill pavement (except the onpuaUeled 
fragment of Poiopeii) Wa law in Italy. It «■■ fbuod i&y milea 
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porpbyiy taza or vase forty-two feet ia circainfer- 
ence. 

But, my dear C, I must hiHry on through apart- 
ments filled with busts, candelabra, and eveiy form 
of magnificent vase of marble, alabaster, and jas- 
per ; through " the hall of geographical maps" a 
quarter of a mile iA length, on whose walls are 
painted in fresco maps of all the pope's dominions 
and ground-plans of his cities, to the halls of tapes- 
try, worked after Raphael's cartoons. But not even 
here can a Iotct of Raphael linger, for on and above 
are his Madonna di Fuligno, his Transfiguration, and 
his Camere, These camere or chambers are four 
lai^e unfurnished (unfurnished !) rooms painted in 
iOesco, walls and ceiling, by Raphael, or by his best 
pupils from his deigns.* Each picture occupies 
one side of a room. After glancing at the rest I 
always find myself standing before " the School of 
Athens." This was a subject of Raphael's own se- 
lection. He was unshackled by dictum of pope or 
cardinal, and freely followed out the suggesdons of 
his inspired genius, and you have the result in the 
most dramatic combination of character, circum- 
stance, and expre3»on.t 

bum RoDM, lud, encircling ■ cidoani head of Ueduu, rspieianl* 
tha cooilMt of the CaDUnn and Lapithv. 

• The ceiling of oiw apartment i* an eiceptjon. The laoma won 
firaa into Raphael'e band* with oiden to efface the paintiiigi al- 
nad; Ibere. H« leAwed to toad oiu ceiling which had been dana 
b; his matter, Patuggino, and Ihi* remaina, a memorial of bU afiee- 
- tiOD* DUire prectaiu aten thin the meaiorialB of bje geniua that aor- 
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It vould seon like profanity to leave the Vat- 
ican without meDtioaing the Traiudiguration and 
the Communion of St Jerome, by DometiidiiDO 
lliey are called the two great masterpieces of the 
' ^rorld. Raphael's was the last picture on which he 
worked, waa not quite finished when he died, and 
was borne before his body in his fiuiereal procession. 
Domenichino received but twelve guineas for his 
from ignorant monks, who suffered it anerward to be 
thrown into a garret But here it now stands, for 
tiie admiration of the world, and to dispute the palm 
with Raphael's fevourite woik. Between these pc- 
tures we always finish our day at the Vatican, and 

« On Iha atcpa o! » Omciiui portico bUdiI AiiatoUe md Plato en- 
(iged In irgoment, and each holding a voluiae in hii hsnd. Thdl 
dkciple* are raugad arooDd, attaalivdf liilsDini to thuu. Bffiiaatli 
la Diogansa, an iaimteabla figure, liBtleailr aitanded on the stsp*. 
On the left, at the top, ia SocthUb eamaatlj talking to young Alcibi- 
adaa, who liileaa ia a knnging aort of attitude, ai if half sobdoed 
bf tha wiadom, balT willing to turn awar from it, jst atill raaolfad 
to giie Iha laioi to plaaaure and ran tha career of gaj cnjojment. I 
know not, howerer, why the young Grecian waa not made moM 
handiome. The old man beaidc him, with a cap tm, lialeoing to Soo 
lataa, ]■ inimiiable. Another, looking orer the ahoulder of Pjthago- 
taa, who ii writing hia wotka, ja, if ponlble, uill finer. The figiiia 
in deep, abetiacted thonght, leuiing on hia elbow, with a pen in hia 
hand, ia Zoioaater holding a gidie ; Ardumedea ia atA^tng to tnca 
a gecHnetiical figure with compaawa on a alate on the ground ; sod 
Am whole gnmp that anmHinda him tie beyond all praiae. In tha 
cDmer, on the right, the figara with a Mack cap ia Iha p(»tnit of 
Raphael himaeif. and dut beiide him of Pietro Peniggiao." 

It ia itrange that the writer of thia deacriplicra, a womaa, ahonld 
haTe omitted to DoUce Ihe figure of Aapaaia, whose intellectual bean- 
ty ia ao abaded with aadneae. She reminded me of Hamlet in hia 
■oliloqny of •• To be, or not lo be." She aaema reToIiing in bar 
mind a mjitery ; (be capadtiea of her niton and Iha degndalion st 
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are only driven from them by the unwelcome cry of 
the guards, " Si chiude !" the signal for cloang the 
gates of Paradise upon us. 

We make our exit through the arcades, or " Log- 
gie cU Rc^adlt." These arcades are attached to 
three stories of the palace, running along one side, 
and are more like vhat we call a piazza than anj- 
' thing else. They are all painted by Raphael. \a 
one series he begins, as some preachers do in thmr 
maiden>«ermon, at the creation of the world, and 
comes down to the crucifixion. They repay the 
study of days, but we bare not yet contrived to 
save a half hour for them ; and you will not won- 
d» at this, my dear C, if you remember how much the 
Vatican contains to be examined besides the galleries, 
tiirougb which you may well think I have taken but 
a bafs flight; its immense library, and the Paolim 
and Sistine Chapels, both painted by Michael Ange- 
lo — the Sistine with his masterpiece, the Last Judg- 
ment* 

My dear C, ve began this morning with look- 
ing at the antiquities of old Rome ; then followed 
a memorial of the middle ages at Tasso's tomb; 
and in the museum of the Vatican we have been 
looking l^ck, through t^es and ages, far into Uie 
diadowy past Do you wonder at the common tes- 
timony of traveUers that you live a month in evei7 
day at Rome! and what a month it is! 

* Tha tuUioi of Rime in Ibe NlMtEsnih CenUrr tnerti on tba 
MlUioritf of a "Teij iccarala" Italiao, "That yon cannot Bee Ota 
Tatieui Huonm wUhoal wtUuDK ■ mile and thna quaiten !" 
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I WALKED an hour this morning vith R. up and 
down the colonnade of St. Peter's. There had been 
a ceremony in the Kstine Chapel, and the guarda 
wJbUe, in iheit rich umfonns, as they came slow^ 
winding down the magnificent marble staircase io 
deep shadow, and the Swiss guards in their motley, 
at the end of the colonnade, their arms gleaming in 
the fitiul sunbeams, and the light glancing over 
Charlemagne and his voluminous drapery, made a 
picture for us as ve pursued our damp and othe^ 
wise gloomy walk. 

We finished the moming in the Vatican lihrary, 
where we had a pleasure quite peculiar (o it, I be- 
lieve, of walldng through the lar^st library in the 
world without seeing a bot^ ! not the lai^est in the 
number of books, for, though it is enriched by the 
accumulations of ages and the bequests of monarchic 
the number, including MSS., does not exceed 100,000 
volumes — but largest in ^ace I The principal hall 
is 1200 feet long, and into this you enter by one of 
300 feet which, in my ignorance, I took for Ox 
whole, and dawdled through it, looking at its rich 
vasea aitd frescoed walls, which are adorned with 
portraits of all the great promotos of learning from 
Jidam down. The books and MSS. are locked in 
wooden cases, of which I presume his holiness 
ke^ the key more tenaciously than he does that he 
holds in St Peter's right, as he had far rather open 
the gates of Paradise to the dead than the Paradise 
of loiowledge to the living. The pictures on the lU 
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}mtj Tails representing the mnnificent popes gra- 
ciously receiving from their authors literary produc- 
titms and discoveries in science, seemed rather a se- 
vere comment on the present pontiff's exduEdoo of 
letters and veto of literary associations t 

The custode unlocked many <rf the cases to exhibit 
their treasures. Among them are a quantity of 
quaint old pictures of the earliest period of the re- 
vival of the arts. It is curious to see how the pat- 
ronage of the Church has }»evented the ezertuse of 
the punter's inventioD. Here are the same crucifix- 
ions, martyrdcHDS, and holy families that you see now 
freahfy-paiiited in Camorani's studio. . 

We saw relics oi the early ChristianB, crucifixes 
and lamps that were tbund in the catacombs. A 
strange passage the mind makes, dear C, from this 
pontifical palace to St Peter and his friends lighting 
these lamps in the cav^ns of the dead for their pro- 
scribed worship. 

A curious relic of another kind was shown us : 
the hair of a woman found in a tomb on the App^ 
an Way. There they are— a little mouldy— the 
very tresses that some !^XIO years ago adonied the 
head of a Roman lady, probably the only unchanged 
mortal remains of all the masses of men and women 
Aat Hred in anment Rome ! 



Mtdeab C, 
The museum of the Capitol, its sculpture, paint- 
ings, and relics of antiquity, 'would be quite enough 
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to draw the travelliDg world to Rome, if eTerytliiog^ 
ebe here were ewallowed up. Volumes have been 
written upon it, but I shall wisely abstain from wri- 
ting even one letter, and only tell yoa wfaat exquisite 
pleasure I have had from vintiiig again and again 
^e Dying Gladiator which is in this collection. 
"Die artists appear to me often to have sacrificed ex- 
presnon to serenity — to a sort of superhuman, diviue 
tranqnilli^ ; but the brow and lip of the dying gla- 
diator express tbe deepest, saddest emotion. Ferha[S 
it owes something o£ its effect to Byron's admirable 
interpretation. But it seems to me that if he had 
never written, and fbis statue had never recuvcd its 
suggestive appellation, one could not look at it 
without seeing a man of refined nature death-strick- 
en without hope, and whose most dejected thoughts 
are on some distant object of tendere&t love. It was 
for Byron's giAed vision to see in these objects "lus 
young barbarians all at play." 

There are ma^r[»eces in tbe hall of p^t- 
ings in die CapitoL The picture that kept me 
standing bdbra it half an hour when I was sick 
vrith weariness, is Guide's St. Sebastian. The mar- 
tyrdom of tlus poor saint is a favourite sulject witb 
the ptunters, and you see him in all the galleries 
stuck ^1 of arrows. Mere pby^cal suff^dng is a 
Vulgar means of producing effect Guido exhibits 
the pby^cal sensation to show the triumph of the 
soul ; it is the deep shadow that brings out the 
light. The young martyr is a beautiful boy of four- 
teen, innocent as a baby and fresh as a Hebe. Hi« 
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hands are tied together above his heed to a tree ; 
&ej have not oniy an unresisting expression, but 
one of voluntary submission ; one arrow is sticking 
in his side, another in his armpit. The calm, sweet 
resignation of his face expresses, " Though he slay 
me, yet will I trust in hira." 

Among the curiosities of the Oapitol (we always 
look in faith, dear C ; it is a great help at Rome) is 
the bronze wolf, with her foster-sons, mentioned by 
CScero, and said to have been struck in the prophetic 
storm on the night before Cesar's death — the first 
rostral coltamt, as appears by its inscription — and 
the FasU Considares, or lists of the consuls (nearly 
en^e), with the date of their election and the term 
of their service engraved upon stone tablets. 



Thb generosity of the proprietors of the Roman 
palaces, in throwing them open to the occupation of 
vi^ters, is worthy of all praise. Occupation it may 
be called, as from morning to ni^ht they are trav- 
ersed by these new hordes of Northern invaders. 
The ground story of a Roman palace is given up to 
menial offices and shops ; the picture-gallery occu- 
pies the second, or the greater part of it A range 
of spadous rooms and halls is filled from flow to 
ceiUng with pictures. There is ^ttle furniture; 
curtains, perhaps, of faded damask, and chairs and 
tables centuries old. I have never seen, excepting 
in the S ' Palace, any look of habitancy. There 
we found warm rooms, and a table spread vridi 

Vor.. n— S 
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books, drftwingi, and tbe delicate needlework of a 
lady vbo h&d been driveD from the room by oar en- 
trance. Wmtintitelast few days rumour says that tbe 
obstina^ of this lady in masUng on having the choice 
of her ovn rooms has led to a conjugal quarrel, and 
ended in her leaving het husband's bed and board, 
and takiftg lodgings in another palace. I could fill a 
letter with a mere list of tbe pictures of one of these 
galleries. They are vast storehouses of art, more or 
less valuable ; but not one of them but cont^uis 
some works of the first painters who have ever lived. 
Almost every day we have a new rae to viaL Es- 
timate our industry, if you can, and thank me for 
imitating Byr<m's senable example, and, instead (^ 
oragging you roimd with us, writing " Vide Giude- 
book ;" and if that guide-book should chance to be 
Madame Stark's, you will admire her laconic opin- 
ions of pictures thus expressed after the insertion of 
ttie name, 1 — ! ! — ! ! ! ! 

Of all countries, the southern part of Italy would 
appear the most delicious for rural enjoyments. Tbe 
villas about Rome are abandiHied from dread of tbe 
malaria. Their possessors go to them in winter 
only, and then for short periods. The Romans, with 
thur resources of soil and climate, might make par- 
adises of th^ villas, if they studied and obeyed na- 
ture instead of torturing her with trimming thdr 
trees into every fantastical, fbrm, imprisoning th^r 
avenues with hedges that look as much as possible 
like solid green walfe, and laying out their gardeo- 
grounds, like those of Albani, with coloured stones 
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n flowers in arabesque patterns ! But why, yon 
may aslc me, with the ererJasting inconsiEtency of 
human expectations, look for ev€Tything herel I 
am not sure I should not steal away from the fault- 
less beeuty and perfection of' adormnoit of an Eng- 
lish nobleman's park, garden, and conserratones, 
to wander over the old Mattel Villa on tlie Cc^aa 
Hill, ruined and abandoned as it is, with its rag- 
ged berceaus, its untrimmed rose-hedges, its bro- 
ken-nosed statues, and its vineyard, as it now is^ 
broken and sear, for firom its high-swelling groonds 
you have an unbroken view of the mountains that 
half girdle Rome. You turn your eyes from Soracte 
to Tivoli, to the Sdnne MvwU, to ABxau); th^ 
bear names to conjure with; and it seems as if 
Nature delighted in shoinng them in a light she hai 
for nothing else. They are invested with a silvery 
mist ; you would call it ethereal, for there is nothing 
dimming or shadowy about it ; but I fear ethereal 
mist is nonsense. It is a dkeathed li^t, a brighter 
moonlight The outlines bl^id with the atmosphere^ 
Before you is the wide, desolate campagna with its 
sepulchral grass, and the long lines of broken aqu^ 
ducts, Cecilia Metella's tomb, the huge ruins of Cai^ 
acalla's baths, St John Lateran's statues stand- 
ing boldly np against the sky, the walls of Rtsne, 
with thdr gates, towers, turrets, and voices of histo* 
ry ; and the whole city of Rome beneath you, with 
its firiDg crowds, and its dead congregations, its St 
Peter's, and its desolate places where the " tent-roofed 
pine" and the slender cypress staid as mourners for 
the dead. 
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At ibe Villa Albani, whose treasures of art any 
monarch in Europe might eDvy, we found some- 
thing much rarer in the dwelling of a Roman prince 
than chef d'tenTres of painting or sculpture ; car- 
peted rooms with a comf<»tehle enjoyed aspect, fire 
in the chimney, and English books and fresh jour- 
nals on the tables. Irving'a Alhambra was among 
them. Our cicerone told us the padroni read Eng- 
lish : a dgn of intellectual life. You will not think 
me quite a savage, dear C, though the lovers of ait 
might, if I tell you what most interested me at tbe 
Villa Albani. 1 had been looldng at the admi- 
rable group of Dffidalus and Icarus, and as I turned 
tram it my ^e fell on some toys thrown hy a tired 
child into a magnificent old vase. I forgot the gods, 
nymphs, and heroes about me ; my thoughts flew 
home to you, my dear C. ; to your " young barbarians 
at play," and I hung brooding over the little tin 
coadi and battered doll till I was summoned away. 

The Borgbese Villa is on the Findan Hill, just 
under the walls of Rome, and is, indeed, princely in 
its extent and decorations. Prince Borghese is noted 
for his liberality, and as, ^ai ! few Roman princes 
now are, for his immense wealth. 

The author of " Rome in Hie Nineteenth Century" 
happily says that " Julius Cxsar only htqaeathed his 
gardens to the Roman pe<^le, the fiorghese princes 
give theirs." Their gates and doors are always 
open, and the visitor raters diem when and bow be 
pleases. B, and E. often vary their drives by going 
tiuough those heautiiiil grounds, where the ftMintaim 
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ue goAang, tbe grass is always green ; where the 
hedges and loDg sTenues (rf' trees are always ver- 
dant, and the Inrds always singing ; and where you 
may lose yourself in the sweet fancy of a perpetual 
summer if you will not foolishly look about for Inrd- 
cages, and observe that the trees are cyj^eas and 
ilex (a species of oak that never chaises), and the 
hedges of laurels. Certainly there was no illusion 
in the roses we saw blooming there in proiiiaion on 
the 39th of December. How far below zero riood 
your mercury on that day, dear C. "i 

I passed four hours on Friday in walking through 
the glades and avenues of the Doria Villa with Lady 
D., and came to the couclusdon that four hours could 
scarcely be m<»e delightfully passed than with an 
agreeable compaoioii there. It is on the western 
»de of the Tiber. Its present mistress is a beautiful 
young Englishwoman of the Talbot iiimily; but 
there is no English mark upon her villa ; and per- 
haps it is good taste to keep up what is national and 
characteristic Nothing can be better than the no- 
ble pines that embellish these grounds, and which, 
vhower you see them, appear in striking harmony 
with the spirit of the scenery of Home. The pine 
of Italy is unlike any that we have, and that of 
Home seems to me richer and broader than I have 
seen elsewhere. It has a strught and lof^ trunk, 
and a broad, horizontal top of foliage that seems to 
have been growing deeper and deeper ever ance it 
or the world stood. The affluence of fountains at 
dus viOa is, too, a characteristic beau^. The same 
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ttnUB ftat applies the Pattltna, the Niagtn of Bo- 
tnan fonntains, is conducted across the Dcxia Villa. 

It is peculiar to Rome that, stay here as long as 
]roa will, if you hare a month, a day, aa hour, ten 
mmutes to spare, you may fill it with some object c^ 
deep interest We bad a half hour on our hands 
after leaving the Dona ViUa,and Lady D., who selects 
her objects with the ddU that can only be acquired 
by a long ikmiliarity with everytlung in and about 
Bome, drove to the Paulina Fountain, to the beautiful 
view on the Janiculum, and to St. Pietro in Montiv 
rio, where, in a court adjoining the church, is a small 
drcular temple deigned by Biichael Angelo, with 
columns of Oriental granite, erected on the very spot 
where St. Peter was crucified. So says tradition, 
and so believe the &ithiuL 



Mr dear C, you can hardly imagine anything 
more sombre than a drive in tbe evening through 
tbe wretchedly-lighted streets of Rome. Teeming 
as they are with human hfe in tbe daytime, by 
^ht o'clock you see only here and there a dim 
form dirinking away from your coach-wheds, or an 
indistinct figure stealing along in the deepest diad* 
where all is shadow. There is the gloom of night 
anwog the tombs, wi±ont the consciousness that 
" the weaiy are at rest, and the wicked have ceased 
fixMn troubling." If you go to visit a friend lodged 
in a palace, you will have the happiness to find die 
Staircase lighted, and a porter ready to admk you; 



. 3 iizodb, Google 



butaBMBanAottte is like a closed prison. We wait 
list evciiiiigtosee our countrywoman Mrs.L. After 
Frangois bad rapped repeatedly we heard a diild's 
voice uttering the never-failiDg inquiry, "Qail" 
(" Who ia it V), to which FraD<;ois respcmded " Ami- 
ci" (" Friends"). After a long pause, and impatient 
shouts from FranijOBjSeconded by Mariano, of " Aim- 
te !" " Aprite !" (" Open the door !"), " Ecco !" said 
the little voice, and " Bravo !" cried Francois ; and 
the parley was ended 1^ the child opening the 
door and ccmducting us up a long staircase hy the 
light of a laazen antique lamp in her hand, rather tal* 
ler,it seemed to me, than die was. 

The lower classes of tlie people are en leine ia 
the streetsj and the stranger, who has no oppoita- 
nity of seeing the better condition of Italian life, has 
here his best opportunities for observation j and I 
assure you, my dear C, these streets are a curious 
and aflectii^ spectacle to one accustomed to tiie 
bustling, ad^eving industry of New-Yoric, or to the 
quiet diUgmce and innocent leisure of our village 
life. The first thing that meets my eye as I come 
into the drawing-room in the morning b the drilling 
of Boldieia before our window. This is (he great 
instruction and buidness of Rome I 

As we drove ovct to the Vatican to-day I wae 
hncymg how our little B., with her quick ^mpa- 
flues, would endure the aspect of this throng of peo- 
ple, who, in die a^cting language of F. B.'s slav^ 
" have DO prospect :" bow she would by turns laugh 
and cry; butlfeat the teajs would can; the day — 
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tiy it, dear B. Take this seat beade me. Tkv 
Btreets, with an unclouded sun for weeks, are mud- 
dy and slimy; they are so narrow and the houses 
aie 90 Ugh, that at this season they have no chance 
'to dry. That heap of indescribable filth is permitted, 
89 you perceive hj the word " immondezza" on the 
wall— this, like many comers of the streets, is a 
place of common deposite. We have turned into 
the Via Ser^enti, and here you may see the average 
condition of life in Rome. In the EInghsh quarter 
it is better, in other quarters much worse. The win- 
dows of the lower stories are grated, not glazed. 
Most of the workshops have no windows ; the light 
is admitted through the open door, and most cheer- 
less and comfortless they are in these damp, sunless 
Btreets when the weather is as cold as our ordbary 
Match. But, alas ! there are few people iu these 
worksbc^ end little to be done in them !* You 
are shuddering, B. You fear we shall trample down 
some of the people in this crowd ; there is no dan- 
ger ; Uie coadunen are accustomed to driving through 
full streets, and the people know so well how to 
take care of themselves that they never move aside 
till the horses' hoo& are close upon them. Do yoa 
observe the sullen, brooding aspect of those men 
who are sauntering up and down in tlie sun, nei- 

* Wbara thure ii in unpoterished population liks that of Roma, 
tbei* ii, of eonne, littlo amplo^meDt tar domaitie artJaBos, tha hat- 
ter, tin ■hocmakeri 6cc. The nalMra at Rome pronds ror tbaii par- 
■otul wants beToni thej go then. We be unto you if fcm chanca to 
naod a nan bit, ■ pair of aboei, or gloiet in the city of the Cesaaia ! 
YaacanEMttwmbotof a wiatdud quality and at « dMr [Ma. 
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tiler talking, observmg, nor obserred, w the man 
leaiung against that ruined arch wrapped in his tat* 
tered cloak with a remnant of a hat ? What a ina-> 
jestic, free, and graceful air he has ; he looks like ft 
ruiiied rebel-chieflEun brooding over fresh mischie£ 
Bat I see the men on the piazza, playing at ball> 
qooits, and mora, bare caught your e^e — or are you 
looking ftt the women in that door-step who are 
clamoaring and gesticulating at sudi a rate? Do 
you thiiikthey have detected a thief or discovered 
a murderer? no, it is but their ordinary manner. 
They are more cheerfiil than the men, because they 
are even more ignorant; they think less, and they 
have some employment; sewing and knitting am 
imfailing to women. You are wasting your pi^ on 
diose babies ; for though they are left to the tending 
of these pale, lean Uttle children sot more Aan tour 
oe fire years old, and though (as I am told) thoss 
■waddlmg-clothes in which they are wrapped liln 
mummies are not opened more than once a week, yet 
they are quiet and contented. 

In five weeks that we have now been here, and 
every day, and all day, in the street amid this baby 
population I have never heard but one crying ; is 
not this a fact in favour of the virtue of the open 
air 1 This seems to me th^ only advantage. 
These beginnings of human life, so hailed and chaw 
jshed wi^ us as the blossoms of fiiture-sustaining 
fruit, are here but a burden. I have never once 
Been a child caressed in Bomer even by its mother I 
Do you ask vbj there are so many soldien, idle M 
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die idlest, miagling wiUi the crowd 1 — io^ vatdung 
the flock, my dear, but iU-trained, ill-fed, and in- 
operatiTe; the pope's government has not energy 
enough to maintain a vigorous police. Those are 
Capuchins ; you will meet them in every street in 
Kome, with th^ buttemut-colourcd, hooded gowns, 
^stened with cords around their waists, th«r long 
beards, and their feet shodden only with an incru»- 
tation of dirt ; and this is a procesfflon of Dominicans 
-Hooble-looldng men, are they not 1 these vehiclea 
have stopped to let them pass, and we must stop 
too. What huge animals are the oxen attached to 
these Tholes, and observe the half-circular pent- 
house of skins by which the driver tlielters himself 
from the wind — ^not a bad contrivance. Ah, the 
beggars are taking advantage of our pause to come 
out upon us from the sunny steps of that magnificent 
church, where they always congregate. Listen to 
them ; mark the words of their petition, forever re- 
peated and often true, and thank God, dear B., that 
you never heard it in your own country. "Ho 
feme!" "Muoro della feme!" "Non m'abban- 
donate !" " I am hungry !" ** I am dying with 
hunger !" " Do not abandon me !" 

See, as we pass the bridge of St Angelo, and the 
l^thy street that debouches into the Piazza di St. 
I^etro, able-bodied men loUing on those wooden 
benches, and women in rags, with faces and forms 
that might personate Sabine matrons. See the blind 
and old stretching their hands for charity, and the 
caitUnal's ^ded coach dashing on before us. But 
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we are at the Vatican — shall we go in, and in that 
beautiful marble world forget this world of flesh and 
blood— ^f sensation and suffering 1* 

• There i> eqough ioeiplioble mioerr in Ihe world ; tbe wmt 
and miBkriag of Ibn Roman people sre not ao. Tbeie ii in IL 
Siunondi'i "Etad<u rar rEcocomie Politique" i lety ioitroctiTo 
tnaj OD Uw CsinpagD* of Ronn, in which he thowi, after liboriom 
inTsatigation and accarate personal (dwervation, that the eonditiou 
of the Tand, find Che miiery remUiug from it, are owing to a Tiolatiou 
of those law* of Provideoce which, if ■liictij obwrred, would fe> 
mm food lod raimetit to CTery member of the human funiif . Ha 
doea not look at the Campagna thnmgh the tol! in which poeta and 
pietnreaque touriata inveet it, but he aoea atid eipoeea the abuaaa 
which hAts ledoced it to its pteaent deaolBtennia and coned it wilk 
raataiia. It ii impoaiible la compreai H. Siamoodi't Jscia into oui 
canow limita ; but it ii eaay to lee that malaria and erer; other 
nuachief moat remit frooi the present mode of cuItiTation. An ez- 
Unl of teaiior/, aying in eome directiona twenty, in otbera fiftf 
miles from Rome, U in the banda of about eighty praptietim, whoa* 
onif object ia lo get the gnaleat poulble amouDl of raTemie ibi 
themaelTe*, with the leaat posaible coal ol labour. Aa, in ita preaenl 
Tieioua mode oi GuUiiBtioD, graung producea greater return* to Ibo 
proprieloi than tillage, no p«rtion of the land ia plou^ed more than 
ODce in ten yean. There ia one man over all, called JUtrcaiiU di 
riimjiftiiiii ; be haa anperintendenta under bim. who, like the oier- 
■eersof thesla*e*oflbe South, traverae the fielda on honaback, aea- 
iofl that Mhoa work. The actual labooren an brought, Mt fitm 
Rtrnt, but bom the monntain* ; aiHne eren ftom the kingdom of N*- 
plea. They come with theit fomiliaa, aoiDBtiBiea in compame* of 
tin hundred. They encamp on the Campagoa, and aleep on the 
gtound, or creep at night into the catacombs, the old loweia, or the 
tombs. They are fed in the cheapest possUile manner, la it itnnga 
that, at the most modente computation, at leaat a tenth of their niun- 
her peiisb every aeason, tbou;^ the aeaaoa bo short — the sowers 
being from one district, the reapers from another, and so on. Tb* 
piincipls by which human life is multiplied, end auatenaDce, com- 
fort, BDd progtess sscared to it, ia totally nsglscted, lii., the gitilif 
10 the labourer a fau ahare of the prodnct of hia laboor, aod connect-. 
jng him by reaidaoce On and interest in the nnl he cnttiTales. Com- 
pare the coDditioD of the foreign and atinted labourer on the Cant- 
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I HAVE never j^et met a stranger in Italy who did 
not profess to love Rome. Here he UngCTB, and 
here he returns; here, though he be of the diiUeat 
mould, he -vill be vaked to a new enstence; and 
after a little while will find himself getting the feel- 
ing of a lover for the desolate places of the old city. 
I have been disappointed in the ruins ; not in thcdr 
effect, but in their condition. Exceptii^ the CoIo»< 
senm, the Pantheon, the Temple of Vesta, and a few 
others, they are such mere ruins, so changed in fcmm 
and strip^>ed of their original cmbelUsbiBealB, that 
ibej only serve to Idndle the enthuaast or puzzle 
Uie antiquary.* 

pagiw with that ef tb« hopeftd jDintf {mprittor at onr ntoit va- 
wbolMODH new landi ; no wonder that in Iha km em Iha twltrta 
i* eonqnsred, nid tbattalheotheritrMaoncaDfaeringudtocaw 
quer, till Roma nniM beeonw iU own iiwritible tmnb; 

* Odt Mrvant wu qulto m-Jtalia in bia taatea, and ollan amnnd 
faimaalf with oar teaL " You Itka bnAeti atoaea," bs aaid ; " I lik* 
nawa" (meanlDg naw IhJDSi). " 1 would not gin Attor Honaa fat 
■II tliB ruRU in Roma." Thia ha laid when ws had kept bit iiaa&r 
warting, baTing spent the Atj in wandering Ihrougfa iba broken 
•■ aicbas of the palace of the Caaara" and nailing Balliiat'a ftid«& 
Tbe maadTefoaadationaoDlr ofthehooaeof tbiadoabtfolBBdlDX- 
niiOD* Roman ue traceable. Tbe farm of tbe ctrcai aijdidnt Ui 
gahlan ia diaceniible, and at its eitramitf ii tbe fragment of the wall 
ef a lampla, and a fan of Ifie Dichca in which baanlifol atatue* wan 
fbond. One of iha obeliafca that adomi the modern eit; waa finmd 
hen. Btrt though theae adomnienta IiaTa long ago diaippened, wa 
Mt, aa we walked thtongh the roatlini caret, with broken bntticaa- 
ea matted with dangling iTy hanging orer oat beada, the preaeDca 
of the great men whu had walked and talked here, and, perhspi^ 
Bometimei not moie wiaely than we ! 

When jon maaaare the sitent of prirate poasaaaion in rid Soma, 
tta gatden*, circuaaa, and all the appUancea (rf indiriihiil hixnij 



3b,Googlc 



But Aert are objects in Rome that indesoribaUy 
snrpasa your expectationn, whi<^ iadeed, I honestly 
conieas, scarcely entered into mine ; amcHig these are 
the scenery of Rome end ite suiroundiDgs, the obe- 
lisks and pillars, and &e fountains which almost re- 
^ze yoor fondes of Oriental adornment As to art 
in Rome, antique and modem, as you may imagine 
even Scom my very inulequBte expresaon of our 
pleasure, it creates for us of Uie New World a new 
life. 

I have as yet said nothing to you of the churches 
of Rome, amply because so much has already been 
said, and for another, not quite as satjsfactory reason, 
that so much remdns to say ^Tfaich I have no power 
to communicate. There is little beauty in their ex- 
terior, and that little is impured by tbdr being 
hedged in by other buil<^gs. The effect of the ex- 
tenor of an old Gothic village church in EoglaniJ, 
■mik its harmonious accompaniments, is better than 
that of any church in Rome ; but, compared with the 
interior of these churches, any Protestant church 
that I have seen, even 'Vn^diester Cathedral, is like 
a disfumi^ed house. The Romish churches hare 



" WoolleD vasaali, thiigB i»«tled 
To bnj and mH with groats, lo ibon ban faeida 
Ib CMpisaliaDa." 
It vu raaemd for ■ laMr period of tiw wBtii, Nod a tlm 
oonrad coinlti7, to put within the power ef these " nnk^i 
naisla a name, a pditical eiirtence, and a home with all il 
charitira. 

Vol. n.— T 
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&llen h^n to tiie accuouilated art and wealth of tiie 
Old World. The columns that embellished the tem- 
ples of the gods now support the roo& of the Chiis- 
tian temple. The jasper and porphyry that adorned 
their palaces, and the sarcoph^ in which their em- 
perors and heroes were embalmed, arc now conse- 
crated to tJie altan of the saints. The vases for 
tiior lustral water are now the benttiert tmia which 
the pious Catholic crosses himself. 

These churches have been enriched, too, with the 
spoils of the Eastern world, with the ^fis of em- 
perors and queens from St Helena's days to ours ; 
and with the offerings of rich penitents who hoped 
at the last to drive a good bargain by purcha^ng 
the treasures of the other world with those they 
could no longer enjoy in tlus. Infinite industry has 
been employed on them, and art has given them its 
divinest works — such works as Raphael's Sibyls, 
Guide's Archangel Michael, and Domenichino's Fres- 
coes.* 

How I have sometimes wished for some of y6u at 
home who have worshipped all your lives in a Pu- 
ritan " meeting-houie," to walk up the nave of Santa 
Maria Mag^ore with me (a church very near us), 
betweenits double low of most magnificent Ionic pil- 
lars, which once adorned a temple of Juno, and pass- 
ing by chapels and altars laden with vessels of sil- 

* These are but ■ /an aiunplea of lb* manj maateipieces remiiia- 
iog io UiB cbarcbea for which Ihejr wert oriiiDBll; designed— Ma* 
bsTi been TBmoTed— the; either hiUKnen ttw; coald be hot imper 
foctlT Men, or they were eipoied to pranutiire deciji from thedun^- 
nen of tbeir poiition. 
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Ter and gold, where caodles are forever burning he- 
A>re the pictures of saints and mar^rdoms, idt down 
with roe on the steps of the Borghese Chapel, tiie 
richest in the world ! It has cost millions, and it is 
but a fflde apartment of the church, a rich pendant 
to a chain. There is a beautiful pavement, the walls 
are incnisted with Oriental marbles, the ceiling u 
painted with frescoes; there are columns of porphyry 
and lajMS lazuli, rich carvings, pictures in mosaic, 
and splendid monuments ; not a square inch is left 
unembellished. And yet, dear C, I think your eye 
would turn from all this gorgeousness to the squalid, 
lean b^^ar kneeHng on th^ step beade you. 

The Colossema is now a church, and the Pan- 
Iheon, once a temple for all the gods, is now conse- 
crated to the one true God.* The statues of the di- 
vinities have disappeared from the Pantheon, and tha 
niches they occniued are now filled with tawdrily- 
dressed aJtars and the pictures of saints. 

There is a little chapel of the Capuchins near 
ttie I^azza Barberini with pictures that you -would 
like to see every day in the year. But of all the 



• If antiiUetaie i* * «pecl«* of writing, irbst moat we (hkik of 
tha dupiritf bBlweea Ilia t^niat that produced tha Pantheop aod 
that wbjcb deiigDed (he &f ade of Sl Palet'a T Tb« worship of tha 
goda ba* long tgo paasad. and with aome at m the ^pnbip of tha 
■ainu, bnt thare ia one aliat In (he PsjjtbeoD al which we all offer 
our homage ; it i* a aimpla tiUet orer the uhea of Rifhael. whoa* 
Bfe jco feel in Rome more than that of thonsanda you see, and ;el, 
M tbia Ubiet talla jtm, he died at the age irf IfaiitT-HiTBn : what a 
gtoiioua imnwrtalitj he achieved in thia brief period ! The lenerattoa 
of the man who never heard the name of Raphael without louchini' 
bia hat, doia not aeein eiaggented to ooa who haa been to Rome. 
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dmrcbeB in Bcote, and I assure you I luiTe viaitad dt« 
most renowned of the three bundled and nxty-fivc^ 
not me among them, I hesitate as I except St. Peter's^ 
has given me more delightfal sensatioos than Santa 
Maria degli AngelL It is built afler a deagn of 
Michael Angelo on the nuns of IKocletiBii's baths. 
The roof is supported by hi^e granite columns wluch 
stood in IKocletiaa's ball It is in the form of a 
Qreek cross, and when you enter the barffliwy of its 
perfect proportions adects you as if a strain of musio 
buist bom the walls.* 

If you do not care for art, or if you are tired of 
pictures and statuary, you may visit the churches £w 
their curionties. Through cote you go down iato the 
Mamertijie prisons, one of the few remaimi^ works 
of the republic, where Catiltn^a conspirators were 
imprisoned, Jugurtha was starred to deaA, and St 
Peter miraeutously set free ; or you niay*^e into 
the subterranean church where Canslfuitine held lus 
councils, «■ see in oH St Clement's the medd of all 
chvcbes, or at St. Pietro in Vincolo the very ebain 
with which St Peter was bound, b short, my deai 
C, a Ihorougli examination of the Roman churches 
would be <piite work enough for (»e lifetime ; do 
not imagine that I flatter myself I have ^ven you 
any notion of them in this brief and flippant noticcf 

•Tbeiebfaciajncritioiiinthu. I mippoca that U^ ingnUDOi lb*, 
milt who resalied rnuaio inla nutheoiUici caold ptt > nLUfkcloiT 
•tplaiution of mj limpla JicL 

t I am iwire it reqairea an art whkb I do not pcwiai la maka 
thia anbjsct inlcnatiog, and Iherelina I hwa coodemad pafaa iuta a 
few paiagrapha, I ituU^ tlisae afdeodid adificM dail; with tha o* 
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Valletri, Ftbratrj 13. 

We bare led Rome, my dear C, and left it, after 
K sojourn of but two months, witk the food feeling 
of lovers. Nowhere do you get such an attadtment 
to mateiial objecta ; — the living are dead here, 
but the dead are living. I looked mournfully round 
for the last time on our sunny rooms, and out upon 
our pleasant garden, with its ripening oranges, ever- 
blooming roses, and singing birds. We have the 
pleasant sadness, too, of leaving fiieads at Rome.* 
N., our landlord, was unfeignedly sorry to part with 
uaj madame wept, and dear little Enrico could not 
Bpeek " because the signore were going away!" 
I would find a better reason for my tears, as we 
drove on to the Aj^ian Way, than the fear that we 
were lookjng for the last time upon the tortuous 
(Jd walls of Rome, on the towers, domes, columns, 
and all the gray city surrounded with an atmosphere 
that the mind's eye fills with " millions of spirits." 

You cannot imagine, dear C, for we have nothipg 
bearing the most distant resemblance to it, the sol- 

riiiin*am,if not th« devotion of Bpilgrim. The limits of iny book va 
dnwing to ■ daw, and I un obliged to omit osr eicnnion to TiToU 
U)d Frociti, nhich ocenplMi tbs latl deft of our fint Tiait lo Rome. 
Tbe memory of m; delightful Tisit to Freicali, and tbe remains al 
CiDcro's Taseolsn Villa, hia " eyes of Italj," falenda nitb tbe beltet 
meoiocj of Ibe Eugluh fiieod lo nrhoee zealoua kindoeea I owed ihia 

• I should be aDETalefdl not to specif unong these ftienda ooi 
nmiuli He. Qtanie, who k> bouourablT repreMDts hie eoontrj.it 
Bama. Tbongfa withheld, bj eeaiduous deroCiou to litenuy panuiti. 
(roca general lud oselen stlentiwu to hi* counttymen, his kindnees, 
when needed, [* pnmpl, ■anMetured, and ^^liie. 

T2 
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emn solitude of the drive across the Cunpagna Iran 
Rome to the Alban Hills, a distance of twelve miles. 
There are remains of tomba ftnd brtJcen fines of 
aqueducts (most beautiful nuns they make) on eadi 
ade ; but scarcely an mdication o{ Ute presence of 
man, scarcely the note of a Idnl or ^ sound of an 
animal to break the eloquent nienee. Could this 
hare been a solitary drire in Cicero's time 1 he al- 
ludes to the danger of robbery ic going from Rome 
to Albano in broad daylight 

As we b^an the ascent of die Alban Mount the 
aspect ot the country changed. The decltrities of 
the bills are corered with ilexes and olives. Instead 
of gmng mto the hotel, K., L,, and myself took a 
guide, and wmt off a ntile and a half through a 
gtMeria, or imbowered walk, to the Alban Lake ; a 
crater lake, deep sunk within high sorroundmg Ults, 
which K — n, with his usual aptness, compared to a 
teaspoottfiil of tea left in the bottom of a teacop. 
At the endof thegnl/ma we came npon a village 
terminated by an ugly summer-palace of the pope. 
The peasants, whose dwellings are nested in the 
nooks and angles of an old fortress, were all in the 
street ; the old women, with thor distafb and spin- 
dies, walking and spinning, and looking as fit to 
spin an evil destiny as Michael Angelo's Fates, 
though, like the young girJs, they were dressed in 
ehort-gowns of a brilliant red, and head-gear of the 
same colour. Men and childrw were sitting in the 
doorways pursuing the pleasures of the chase — head* 
their btmting.^round t Young childiea were teacb* 



. 3 iizodb, Google 



JOTTBHBT TO TALLSTRI. SSS 

ing yonngn- ones in feadbg-striogt to vbUc,* ud 
flteie was the usual quota of blmd, lame, and ode 
l>eggV8. You vill scarcely believe me, but it is 
tnie that, in a progress of a fauodred miles through 
^ew-Esglaod villages, I have not seen so much 
beauty as I saw this momiDg. The peasants of Ti- 
To£, of Frescati, and of Albaao are beautiful ; and I 
could scarcely turn mj eye from these last to look 
to the Alban Mount towemg up into the clouds, 
vheie our guide pointed out a nH»tutay standing 
<u the ata of the temple <tf the Latian Jove. That 
has passed avay; but the Via Trivmpfialu, 1^ 
which the Roman generals approached it for their 
ovations, and the Roman emperoni for thar saeiifi* 
eea, still exists. There are moments in this Old 
World, and this on the secluded Alban Lake was 
OBC of them, when the 

" Stroni burien roand thf duk domiin, 
ThM amlntint Put!" 

disappear, and the long^one generations rise be- 
fore you in all their pomp and sacred offices. 

But we were soon recalled to actual Ufe by our 
cioeroae, who, like all his countrymen in sunshine, 
with plenty of antichUt to ^ow, and a good fee in 
view, was in a'high state of excitement Fancy one 
of our common labourer sfiikiBg his breast, casting 
op his eyes, and exclaiming, " Dio Mio — bella gior- 
" 1 giomata, eccellenza! ah! d& pia- 
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cere anche \a. -nta. l"* And then he poured mit 
such compliraents on the girts, calling them " Belle ! 
belle ! belle assai !" for which pleaaing improvisation 
K. insists he chained two pauls extra, and that the 
next lady he conducts will find herself perfecdy an-« 
gelic 

In our way we paned the rums ai Domidan'a 
vilU and the place where was the Emiuario, an 
outlet for the lake cut through the mountains in 
obedience to an <xacle.f 

We found R. and £. atting out on a terrace that 
orerlooked a lovely garden. Here they had taken 
thdr lunch and remained for two hours, b not &m 
a Ueawd country for invalids t 



Thrbe miles from Albano we overtook our in- 
amorato, who had jogged ahead on a donkey, to 
have the privil^e of escorting us to the Lake of 
Nemi, called by the ancients Speculum Dimui. 

" If Lrrtir of Dimo f >ptlT nmmed bj tboM 
Who dwelt nmr Nemi** wooded wi*e." 

We saw notldng but a solitary b^gar, and some 
cows grazing where IKana had a temple and B^eria 
her faTDurite haunt, and where goddesses and 
nymphs might, indeed, love to dwell! I am now 
ntting at VelJetri looking from a very pleasant wio- 

• " Hj Qod— joai emllcocT ! wtud • boQCiflil '. moit besntifal 
da; ! lifa tlooe ia ■ ptauure !" 

t "Tbii gnmt work," EaMacB mjt, " wu done ia Um j**t «f 
Roma Hi, to prerant tba niddea uid muchieroiu swelli ot tha 
Uke, wbkb had ttwo ncaotlj occuiooed conddeitbla tttm." 
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dov at the son as he drops hia um into the Medita^ 
ranean, wludi has appeared in the distance, Sot the 
last hour, Hke & sheet of molten gold. 



TOREK TRGPONTt. 

ArrsR winding down the Alhan ICIls Ais mom- 
ag ve aom cam6 on to the Pontine marshes, for- 
merly so &tal and now pestilential durir^' the hot 
monduL They are trtnatySour miles in length, and 
from ax to twelre in ln«adth. The draining of them 
was canied on hj the CKsars, bj the popes, and bf 
the Medid, and to its present slate by Pius VL, who 
■ebuih the fbnocr Appian W^ and jnade it what 
it DOW is, one ^ tha best roadb in Europe. 

This is supposed to he the place spdcen (rf' by St 
Vwai as Fontm Appia, aad this, say tbe authonties, 
was Horace's second restin^t^ace on his journey 
to BnuduBMm. I trust they fixind the elements 
as kind as we do. Our carnage is draws tip mi 
the turf while our horses are taking their meridi- 
an ; and as the inn is a secularized old convent, most 
uainvitiag, we prder renwiiiiog out of doois. R. 
is taking lus nesta in the caniage, E. is at her 
worsted-work, K. reading aloud the " McMrals of a 
Soldier*^ from a book giv«i her I7 a ci-derant Ital- 
ian militair^ and Li is hazing about with an ivy 
wreath oa her hnmet, and the fresh dowers tucked 
OB OM nde wind our haodaome eatneriero put on 
our breakfast table as a ngaal of the pntnavera. 
The wide, gnca lerd land on each aide (d* ok is 
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Iffolcen only by amah and stagnant water, and co^ 
ered with herds of buSaloes and beeves, flocks of 
sheep and droves of horses ; a long, level horizon 
bounds the view on the Mediterranean mde, and on 
the east, beyond the morass, are steep and rugged* 
mountains. Two or three miserable villages are vis- 
ible on their acclivities. At Sezza there stood once 
a temple to Satum one hundred and thirty feet high. 
Before and behind, as &r as we can see, stretches 
the road, completely imbowered and looking like a 
beaatifiil avenue. Beade the inn there is another 
dwelling for human bangs, a tluag made of stidu 
and straw. I walked past it and looked in; rag- 
ged wretches, blighted with want and malaria, were 
playing cards ; like lean and sallow creatures are 
sauntering up and down before oiir carriage staring 
at us ; gens d'armes are standing at the inn door, 
and two AaUAy-looldng tittle hoys are ntting on tbe 
step devouring a crust of bread— oh youth and na- 
ture, how potent are ye! 



Terradna. — ^We are again on the seashore; the 
waves are breaking as softly under my window as 
the lipple of a lake The filing boats are drawn 
up on the shore, and the nets are drying. So a sea- 
diore might have appeared in the patriarchal stage 
of society; and here was an important town of the 
Tolsci, an independent nation! and here, on tiie 
T«7 spot where the little boats se^n sleeping in the 
oMonlight, were once tbe ships of an important d>v«1 
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•tatioD ! On the land-side of our inn is a moat ca- 
rious pile of stone of Nature's masoary, and a little 
baclc from the summit are some regular stone arches, 
the remains of a palace of Theodoric or a temple ol 
Hercules. We clambered up a street almost per- 
pendicular, to see the Cathedral built on the ruins of 
a temple of Apollo, but we were frightened, by the 
ragged, ruffianly-looking wretches in tlie piazza; 
and, without seeing the consecrated pillars, we came 
down again au galop.* 

■ We ue hippilj >o eoMtitated that tbc minoi miMrin of lif* ara 
fcrgo Um u (OOD u put, UHlitbnafbn, oerer bat at the nuxnaiit, 

•nd bj Uie (OKeptibln traveUsr, can tha aOMerj infllctsd by the Sbm 
in lialy be egtimated. Oun naa at it* acme at Terracina, vbera, 
ddring a wretched eight, 1 neier cloeed my eyea. We kept for aonu 
daja a Uat irf the kill4)d ; of fnfitiTea. of coune no account conid ba 
made. On one daj Ihej amouated to Iwenly-fiie ; on llie HEit to 
thirty; and, final Ly, the amount raanpto a hundred, when we deaiat- 
•d ! If it be nmaidberad that eien one of Iheaa moat aiibtla liHl* 
baaati of the field can make hia Tictim perfectly wretched, it canttotiw 
wottderedat tf aometimeg, amid the aofleat airs of Italy, aoms of oui 
party longed for the cold Wind* and kHImf froata of their owD coun- 
tcj. Laat a delicate Teadsr afaoald ba aboeked at the intiodilction 
of thi* topic into a lady'a joartial, I muat be allowed to eay that it it 
a very cotamon one among tha most refined of the auderiog traT- 
•Her* inlialy; that I baie heard it diacuaaed for half an erenipg in 
a eociety of lorda and ladies, where, oo one aide, laTeixler was rec> 
ommended aa a aoiereign antidote, and OD the other it was tnaio- 
tained Vhal the eisential olla only occasioned the tittle wrelcheato 
bint, ta/iigrt fainting I "Flesi''inakeadiatinct article in thegiiid*- 
booka, and Beaa are the aabiect of the fine aita. In one of the gat- 
leriea of Rome there is a picture of a pretty jonnt woman with a 
baaia of water, moit JDteatljr etita|ed in findinf victun* to fati 
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Mr rail C, 

Mola dt G(K£ii.~-WonLi) Uiat I ceroid aamnnct 71m 
vidi tbe odorous, balmy atmosphere of ibis most de- 
IkiouB place, and toin^ort yon Id its orange-bow- 
ers ! but ance tbat cannot be, pny, tbe next time ym 
pass my bookcase, take down a certain ydlow-coTer* 
ed book, *' Kenyon's Poems," and read tbe lew last 
lines of " mooolight," end yon will find the poet do* 
ing for you what I cannot This momtog, six mika 
on this side Terracina, at a huge gate between two 
stone towets, we pasKd from the Roman SUtea iato 
the NeapoBtan territory. You have had Bomething 
too much of this, or I would describe to you Uie mob 
•f beggara tbatmrronaded us at Fmdu We seeded 
to bare been " Frincipesse," as they called us, to 
bave afforded relief to such numben. Jiut in pro- 
portion as we advance south the porerty increases. 
Shoes are beconung a rare luxury, aad, as Fraot^oia 
aaySt-^beisBCGoanteda richman who wears ibem." 
In their ]Jace they wear leather soles fastened on 
with cotds that are wound around their legs. The 
working people wear a cotton sbirt and drawos ex- 
tending a little below tbe knee — the shirt is a wm- 
tar garment We have se^ cblldren to-day with 
nothieg on but thin, short, ragged cotton drawls! 

A mile aad a half before we reached Mola we 
passed tbe very spot where, as it is believed, Cicero 
was killed, and witlun a vineyard a kw yards from 
the road is a cenotaph erected to his memory.* It is 

* It ii Mtn to look at than pUcet, and, I think, eren to bear of 
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tfiree stories bigh and circular, ami encloses a column 
of the height of the edifice. The stones and Inicks 
are bare and niDuldering< The m&rhJes that incrust* 
ed them have ^tcd place to a mantling of ivy, 
Toses, and lannistinet!, whose rich breath incenses 
the debreflt name of all Roman antiquity. 

Our inn has the loreliest position I have seen in 
Italy. It b in the midst of a large garden, or, rath- 
er, of orange and Jemon groves. For the first time 
in our lives we have seen to-day these tropical fmit- 
trees in perfection, as spreading (not as high) as an 
apple-tree and bending under the wdght of liieir 
fruit. The gardens are in the recess of a crescent 
bay, and fill vrith their terraces the interval be- 
tween the last slopes of bare, rugged mountains 
and the sea. TheSe slopes are covered with vines 
and olives, and through some openings in our or* 
ange-bowers we get glimpses of a narrow, gray vil- 
lage pent in between us and the hilkide. Our inn 
and garden, formerly the villa of an Italian prince, 
are supposed to cover the ^te of Cicero's Formian 
Villa, and upon the strength of that supposition 
bears the attractive name of La VUla di Cicerone, 
We have been down to the shore and seen the found- 
ations of edifices, and subterranean arches and col- 
umns, that indicate Roman magnificence. We wan- 
dered about till the twilight deepened upon us witt 
Mthing to remind ns that we were not in Paradise 

tbem, witbont recnrrmg to (he doubts in which the nncerlBictr of 
tradition necuunly inTcsts them. Let the antiiiijaritn ditpnte md 
the leunod doubt, we, the uelauned. will •qjsf tbe pleuara <rf b»- 

°"voL. II.— U 
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tiO, (Ht retracti^ our way to the inn, we heard ft 
yeff after us of " Signore ! signore I Quakhe cosa 
^ il giardiniere 1" (" Ladies ! ladies i gire aome- 
thing to the gardener I" ) and, turning, we perceived a 
tall, stvarthy fellow, in Neapolitan widress, pursuing 
us for his tax on the sweet air we had breathed. 

I have never enjoyed anything so perfect, of its 
land, as the quiet Sunday we have been passing at 
Mola di Oaela. We left it just at evening, and 
drove from our orai^e-bowns into the very narrow 
street of the village, so charming se«i through oiur 
garden vistas. It being Sunday, the people were, of 
course, in their festa-dresses — such as bad them — and 
they were like a swarm of bees in that nanrow 
street ; ataiMUng, leaning, lying, attii^, it seemed 
next to impossible that our carriage should find a 
passage through them ; and such a mingled shout 
of b^png and salutation assailed us, some hands 
stretched out for "carita, per.l'amor di IMo!" and 
othen to give us the graceful Italian greeting. At 
the end of the street a troop of masqueraders gath- 
ered about us, playing their antics, to the infinite di- 
vei^on— of the boys and girls, I would have said ; 
hut oil were merry as merriest childhood. 

My dear C, let us be thankful for the system of 
compensation that makes their delidous sunshine 
not only meat, drintr, and clothing to these children 
of the South, but a fountain of ever-^ninging cheer- 
fulness! 

The scene has changed. We are at St. Agata, 
at a dir^ inn. Our philosofdier, Fnanfaa, laughs 9i 
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our fallen mercoiy, and sajs, " So it always is in life. 
You had the good at Mola, you must expect the bad 
at Sl Agata!" Unworthy wretches that we are! 
The Padrone has just sent us up a letter from W^ 
announcing that he and K — n have engaged de- 
lightful lodgings for us at Naples, where we hope to 
be to-morrow. 



Ntplw, Fibrnuj IT. 

Mt dear C.~, 

Aftxk a pleasant drive through a long stretch of 
vineyards and olive-orchards, we arrived at the gate 
of Naples at four o'cloclc F.M. W. (our good an- 
gel) met us at the Dogana, where we had the tor- 
ment of a long detention. 

We drove down the long street of the Toledo-; 
such swarming of human life I never saw, nor 
heard such clamour ; it was as if all the Bedlamitea 
on earth ha4 been let loose upon it Broadway is 
a quiet solitude in comparison !* However, we for- 

* I eitnct from Itae Joarasl of one of mj eompaniom a dsacrip- 
tioo of UiB tetat at die Dogiaa, too chuiclariitic of Naples lo ba 
emitted. " We aere etopped at tha cnUom-hooH, and W. came 
ranning oat to meet a*. How delightful to be vxlamtd to thk 
Hnnge place < Oar cirriage wtti iDauutl j niiTDuDded b^ beggan, 
wbo Ime iBenaaed in mimben and importunit; at eierr atap of 
am »■! ODce ne enlered tbs NeapoUtan dominion. Tlie aentiiMli, 
palatini tbair bafDneti « ihecn, fnitHj cried, ' Indietto 1' (' Bacli '.') 
UdCIs R. and W. poked tbara wilb tbeir eanaa, and a young officer 
wbo juat then came ap flouriabsd hu iword oier their headt, and 
mad* tbem receda for • momeDt, but Ihef cloced roand again la- 
■Untly, lilu water th«C bad beendiatnifaed by ■ pebble. Such Uttei* 
1 oem taw. li wa« difficult to divine what kepi them toaeihor. 
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got its tniBUMl and every other vexation when we en« 
tered our spacious drawing-room at 28 St. Luda, and 
Sat down by the window to gaze upon the Bay of 
JVopfes, directly under us, without any apparent in- 
terponog olgect, for we overlook die street between 
us and the water. The Crescent-Uke curve from us 
to the base of Vesuvius brings the mountain in front 
of us. The light smoke curling up from the crater 
caught the beams of the just risen fiill moon, while 
the moantain itself and Monte Somma were a daik 
mass of shadow. We sat watching the Httle white 
bouses at Portict becoming distinct as one after an- 
(Aha caught the moonbeams, and the tiny boats 
which, with their ^read sails, shot across the path of 
quivering beams, and tben again vanished in ciiadow. 
Yes, we set as if spell-bound till we were roused by a 
fiuniliar voice asking, " Is there anything better than 
this 1" ** Nothing," we replied with one voice ; but 
" deeds speak louder than words." We turned away 
from the most beautiful harmonies of nature to ex- 
change greetings with our dear friend K — n, to 
whose actual presence they were, after all, but " mere 
moonshines" 

We are rich at Naples; W. makes one of our 
family ; K — n is at the Crocella, almost within sha- 
Idng-hands' distance j an English lady, our acquaint" 
ance, who is not one of those who "isolent leur 

Tbara wcra nalmsil, bait, blind, am) mnles ; Mxna real, vnoe feign- 
ed, (ltd all u Teiing ai moactuMM in a walk in lh« wood* in aum- 
mar." It m*r wall ba imaginad what a bardsDini procst* wa bad 
com Ihroagli in our progreu nuCbnard whas a yannK punon nei. 
tlwt aetfiah nor aUny-taearled could Ibua detctibe auch a ipectacla. 
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cmr en cultivant leur esprit," has lodgings over ns; 
our CliBrgg, Mr. Tbroop, ia showering Idndoess cm 
us ; and, finally, our consul, Mr. Hammett, a maa of 
sterling qualities with twenty years' experience here, 
is bestowing upon us essential favours, the advantage 
of his society being that we esteem above all the 
rest 

We n>et here letters of introduction obtained by 
C — i~ frcHD exiles at Paris to distinguished Neapoli- 
tans. They are shy of us, and, as we are told, com- 
pelled to be so by the dastardly system of espionage 
and persecution mmtained by the Iring. General 
Pepe, the commander of the Italian detachment of 
Napoleon's Russian army, has been several times to 
see us. His 6ne countenance has a most melan- 
choly expression; no wonder! he told me that of 
the two regiments he led into Rusaa, the finest fel- 
lows in the Neapolitan service, all, save thirty-four, 
perished in orw night He lives in perfect retire- 
ment, but it is said that in any emergency the Idng 
will be glad to employ him.* 



One of our daily pleasures is a walk in the Villa 
Reate, a public promenade-garden between the Chi- 
aia — the great street of Naples— and the bay. The 
garden is about a mile in length, well planted with 
trees and flowering shrubs, and abounding in fount- 

* TliiB opimon nu Tuifiad. Bafots wa left Nipla* tba tUcm of 
■ niptnrs with EntUod occnnad, ood Qenanl P«pe wu pUcsd U 
tbthMdofilMitmr. 

U2 
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! very apnt add voice of this land of th« 
South. The brightest flowers are the English chil- 
dren who take their daily recreatioii in the garden ; 
beautiful sciona they are of a noble stock. Theyshow 
themselves exotics here with their fair skins, ruddy 
cheeks, blue eyes, and long flaxen curls. No can. 
ri&ges or beggara are permitted within the garden. 
We now and then see a pretty costume diversifying 
the uniform fashitm of the upper classes of all coun- 
tnes; for instance, we saw to-day a Neapolitan 
nurse in a lich, dark blue skirt with a broad gold bor- 
der round the bottom, a bright scarlet jacket with 
gold bands round the wrist, and a gold comb in her 
hur, a sort of hunuui paroquet The garden is eqa- 
beUiahed with statues, casts of our friends in Rome, 
the Apollo, AntinouB, and certain not sbikingly mod- 
est gronps, whose exposure in these public grounds 
shows a ronarkable contiatencj/ in the king, who, in 
a fit of svdden, or, as K — a terms it, Turkiah prudery, 
has put all the Venuses in his museum under lock and 
key. The unrivalledcharmofthe Villa Reale is tba 
view of the bay. The very name of the "Bay of 
Jfoples" sets all your ideas of beau^ in a ferment, 
and so let it ; they will create no image approaching 
io loveliness to the all-surpasdngreality. Yet, in the 
vnyface of its blue ^ters and delicious atmosphere 
^^f Capri, lying like a crouching lion at its mouth — 
of its other amethyst islands — of Vesuvius, with its 
fresh fringing of yesterday's snow — our countryman, 

Mr. , maintained to me that it was not to be 

ccHspared to the Bay of New-York. " I have at one 
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time," he said, "counted fifty merchoat^hips there, 
and vbat is there hov but fiahiDg-smacka 1" Tnily, 
what- is there 1 



The Studii, or Bfiyal Museum of Naples, has, af- 
ter tlie Vatican, the lichest collection of statuary in 
the wcM-ld. Uiif(RtunateIy, the toons are dail and 
noisy; one of the Aoroughfares of ndsy Naples 
passing by it It may be a mere fancy, but these 
serene statues, with thor solemn associations, seem 
to me to require an atmosphere of tomb-like silence. 
NcHse is discord, and a Neapolitan street is a con- 
gregation of discords. Herculaaeum, Pompeii, Ca- 
pua, and all tfaese surroundings, have yielded up 
their treasures to 611 this museum. Among them is 
an Aristides, the finest statue in the world-^ Ca- 
Kova's judgment The figure is envdoped in a 
mantle. There is a oonscious mental iince, ud a 
beautiiiil mmplkity, in its qiuet, erect attitude, md' 
an expresmon of tranquil, intellectual dignity in 
the head and &ce, fitting the godlike charatAer of 
" The Just" Strange as it may seem, there is a 
Venus in the cdlection (fa^ipily not locked up, jxmt 
/aire p^^teace), who appears to me to express as 
much laanl strengtii as die Aiistides. This is th« 
" Ventis Vidrix." She stands with her bead in- 
climng towards Cupid, with a gentle reproof in her 
ur, and a purity in her expression, as if she were^ 
indeed, o'er all the frailties <^ her sex victorious. 
One of the prettiest groups is << Cufod sptntiiig witi) ■ 
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dolphin." Cupid, with a most lovely laughing face 
and curly hair, has his round anas wreathed about 
the neck of a dolphin, whose tail coiling around hia 
body, has thrust bis l^s into the air. There is in 
this group an expres^on of life and frolic inconceiv- 
able to one who has not seen in the antiques how 
art subdues matter, converting marble into the image 
of God's creationa. If this exquiate whim of art, 
iwtead of being housed in a sunless room, stood, as 
it was deigned (o stand, in the midst of a fountain, 
in the odorous atmosphere of an orange grove, with 
I^hts and diadows playing over it, its effect would 
be magicaL 

Not one of the masterpieces here, but a curios^, 
certainly, is an Ephesiaa Diana, a most elaborate 
piece of woHcmansbq). The bead and hands sn (^ 
black marble, li^hly finidted, the body is enclosed, 
mummy-like, in an alabaster case, upon' which is 
carved heads of animals and other ornaments. This 
image, as W. suggested, explains the oppo^don of - 
die artificers of Epbesus to the faith which was to 
put an ^d to their profitable labour. We found 
ouiselves, day after day, leaving halls filled with 
busts, statues, and groups, to stand before a mutila- 
ted thing — the meie tr^;ment of a statue. The 
artos are gone, and the lower part of the body, the 
back and top of the head are shaved off; nothing 
remains p«fect but the face and neck. It is called 
a P^che, and is truly the type of the soul. It is 
tiie perfection of ^intual beauty and grace. There 
m EK»nething in the hang of the bead, and a touch 
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of sadness in the exprearion, that reminded K. of 
\fae uigel in Betzsch's game of chess ; but Uie face 
appeared to me far ctore powerful and coinpr^ 



If I had to answer all the hbels of the scofTers at 
my sex, or to defend the " rights of women," I 
would nppml to tys Psyche, to Raphael's Sibyls, to 
Dante's Beatrice, and to Shakspeare's Portia, laa- ■ 
beUa, and Desdeinona, to fiiow whet the ine^ired 
teacbos of the World have believed of our faculties 
and virtues. 

The hntazea in one apartment of the museum are 
said to be the finest in the world. They were anteri- 
or to Ac^ptiire in marble. Among tbem is a life-like 
bust of Seneca, with sharp featurea, sunken cheeks, 
Rirught, nutted lock^ and his neck eagerly stretched 
forward aa if on the point of speaking; and there 
are exquisite MerCuiies, Fatms, and Amazons. One - 
^nong a kwg suite of rooms is devoted topaintmgs, 
and one akHie cobtwns some of the best treasures of 
vt ; a Magdalen by Guerdno, which is only Iras pow- 
erful than Titian's, and less tender ^an Giudo'a. 
There is a masterpiece of Dominicbiuo's : a boy 
four or five years old in a blue kirtle is standing 
with his bands fislded in ^ayer. The "man of sin" is 
croudiing athis foet; and though the child does not 
see bia, he betrayB a coosciousnesB of the presence of 
evil and a ieeliog of weakness and danger. B^nd 
him stands a beautiful young angel in all the r^ioae of 
securi^, pointing to a glory above, and interpoang 
hit shielding wii^ between the devil and the bc^. 
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The Carnival at Naples is inferior in g^ayety and 
excesa to that of Rome ; but it is said to- foe only 
second to that It is generally remarked that its in- 
terest is dying away from year to year. Those who 
think its amusements were only suited to an age 
when mem could neither read nor write, impute this 
• to the "march of mind," which does march, though 
much in snail fashion, even here. Others maintain 
that all thinking people feel so deeply the oppresaon 
and misery of their condition that they have little 
heart for amusements of any kind. Such as it is, 
and so much (or rather so little) as ladies could see 
of it we have seen, and childish sport enough you 
will think it 

During the carnival the cono, which is a course 
t^ carriages through the Toledo, the main street of 
Naples, occurs twice every week. We joined in 
it to-day ; Mr. T. took a portion of our part^ in 
bis carriage, and the rest followed in our own. Mr. 
T.'s carriage was furnished with baskets of sugar- 
plums aud bouquets of flowers, as his station ha% 
compels him to be, in some sort, a participator in the 
ftohc \Ve soon entered the Toledo, and took a 
place in the line of coaches. The street was a 
dense mass of human beings, with just space enough 
for the ascending and descending lines of carriages, 
and die windows and balconies of the houses to the 
fifth and sixth stories were crowded. Guards on 
horseback, looking like equestrian statues, were sta* 
tioned at short intervals, and mad« conspicuous hf 
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the red flag which they held. The king and roy- 
al family were out His majesty, with some twen- 
ty j^ntlemen, was in an omamented car drawn by 
six hones. The king wore no badge of distinc- 
tion ; they were all dressed in gay dominos and vel- 
vet caps with white plumes, and all wore madc& 
The ladies of the court were in a similar car, and 
dressed in a like fa^ioD. Both cars were furnished 
with sacks containing bushels of sugarplums made 
of lime with a thin coating- of sugar. These are 
scooped up and showered around. The great con- 
test is who shall throw most, and most dexterously. 
Bouquets of flowers are thrown «bout; our girls 
had their laps filled with them. Of course an ac- 
quaintance, a quaint masker, or a pretty woman is 
the favourite aim. When the royal cars meet they 
stop, the carnages of both lines halt behind them, 
and a general guerre a mart ensues. You are not 
absolutely killed, but " kilt" grievously. The mis- 
rales are as large as very large gooseberries. The 
face is protected by a mask of wire. Our defence- 
less hands were sadly bruised; mine are yet black 
and blue. Some carriages were protected by cloth 
cortains, but in general they merrily took as well as 
gave. Showers fell from the balconies, and the poor 
wretches in the street scrambled for them. In by- 
gone times the royal cars dispensed veritable suga> 
plums ; but even this grace has ceased. The novelty 
amused us for two or three hours, but I think we 
should all rather play hunt the slipper at home than 
to go again to the corao.* 
> Ws were, howevet, i hw days alWr invidiuitaij putaken, on 
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The CartuTal concludes -nidi a masked ball at 
San Carlo, the largest theatre in Italy. It begins at 
13 o'clock on Sunday night I was over-^tersuaded 
to go by oor kind friend Mr. T., and K— n's mi^es- 
tion that " it is best to see things, that yoa may 'sub- 
Btitute an idea for a word." But as yon, dear C, 
can have only the words, I shall make them as few 
as posdble. The theatre was brilliantly lighted, and 
viewed irom the depth of the stage was a splendid 
spectacle. The tallest grenadiers in the kir^s ser- 
vice were planted like beacons about the house. 
The royal family wer« in their box, and the king 
came down and mii^led with the crowd. He is a 
tall, stout, burl«y, yeoman-like loddng man. I ob^ 
served, as he stopped for a few moments near oar 
box, that be excited little attestion, and wasaamuch 
jostled and pushed as his subjects. The dandng 
was confined to the harlequins, and was a mere 
romp. There were few maskers, and these few sup- 
ported no characteis, and merely walked up and 
down, uttering commonplaces in feigned voices. 
There was an excessively pretty young woman in 
the box next to us who attracted general attention, 
and it was to yoa the staros at her that the king 

talber, TicUma of (his ipott, Ws h*d faigolten tbe canuTkl, ud 
biTinf epenl the aioming at tbe Stadii, were wilking home tbrough 
the Toledo, whea all at ones we perceifed (be gasnlB laliinn tbeir ets-- 
tiou praTioiu to the cono begimunr. The balccnies were fiUmg. 
We were the oiilj loiliii in the street, and, coaiequenlljiralbffi coo- 
ipieaont, and marcileislr were we pelted u we ran our gaunllel 
homawanl. 
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had stopped near ua. She was the ^er of a lady 
whose beauty had captivated a brother of the Icing. 
The lady's husband was afisasraoated a few days be- 
fore the carniyal, and the royal' lover weot off the 
next day to Florence—;^ his health I 

Save the little excitement occaaoned by OQr pret- 
ty neighbotu's presence, and die irapertinences ad- 
dressed to her by the maskers, the ball was a heary 
ik£&ir. The carairal has had its day. Men can re- 
muu duldren a great wlule, but not forever. 



Ms. T^oop procured us invitations to the court- 
ball * and last evening we went The mere forms 
of sodiety are much alike aU over the civilized 
world. The ball (wiUi rather more space to move 
m, for there were fifteen or twenty rooms of the pal- 
ace open) was conducted much like one of our balls. 
Nothing stuck me about the Neapolitan women but 
the vacuity of their &ces, and the abundance and 
ttfilliancy of their diamonds. The Itahan princes 
letaia thcjr diamonds, as they do their pictures, when 
every other ago of wealth is gone. The quern, 
who looks like a quiet body, designed by nature to 
nurse babies and keep the house tidy, sat with the 
court-la^es at one «td of the dancing-room, and 
rose once to make a progress through the apart- 
Btents. The royal family supped by themselves. 

* TUj was not one oT the balls of the Acainva RiaU, nhkh are 
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Sereral tables were spread for the guerta. BesUeS 
the knickknacks of our CTeiiiDg entertammcDta there 
were fish, oyatexs, and game, and on each table aa 
entire wild-boar, stuck with silver arrows.^ The 
ladies gathered hoi^y about the Ubles and ata 
like good trencher-womea. 

We retired after supper to an Rdjcnmng room, and 
sat down b a roost liberty-equality style near a co- 
t^ of ladies, who put up their eye-glsases and stared 
at us, but without any other undvil demonstration. 

We soon perceived th^ were the ladies of the 
court, and they no doubt forgave us on the flattering 
ground (^ our bong NorUi American savages. 



NoTHDR) can exceed the fertility of the stnl about 
Naples. The crops aa the best ground are each 
season as follows : pears and apples, grapes, two 
harvests of Indian com and one of wheat, and at 
tba end of the season a crop of turnips or some 
other T^etable. But what avails it to the multitu- 
dinous swarms who go hungty every day 1 A man 
who caA get work eanis only, by the hardest labour 
in summer, sixteen cents a day, and he pays a tax 
<if three dcOlais tor evoy bushd of salt he con- 
Bames.t He is forbidden to use Uie salt water that 

* Of conne it wu meTelf ■ noBed boat's akin. A boar-huDL in 
ttw iDjal piMarra* nur Nafde* ii « tamurite tot*! ■nuMemsnl, and 
ii auendad by Itdiea. On <me biigbt mumiog, while wa wen there, 
tlia qaeen killod, nith bet own bir hand, Hienleeii boan — a (■<IU> 
oitM arlTBD sport 1 

t Tba price of mIi i« nrj low, Mas fe« c«^ a buabal. 
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washes tbe shore. All articles of neceasaiy ctm- 
sunptioD are inordiiiatdf taxed. There is a tax of 
S6 pw cent on the income of real estate.* 

We hear much of the indolence of the lazzarom 
of Naples; they are idle, but Mr. Hanuoett, vbo is 
a sagacious observer, says they are not indolent; be 
has never known one of them to refuse work when 
offered to him, and they will work for the smallest 
■am. We complain of their extreme abjectness, of 
tbeir invariably besetting us, after bong paid tbe 
price agreed on, " for a little more." " Ah," be say^ 
" tbey are so veiy poor.'* If the man had half a 
soul tbe " King of tbe I^azzannu" would be most 
wretched ; but his people are only his to provide for 
lus pleasures and feed lus avarice. Avarice is his 
ruling pawion.t During tbe cholera an impost of 
half a ffiiUioa of ducats was laid to alleviate the 
extreme distrea of the pooi. Fifty thousand only 
went to relieve their necessities, and the remainder 
to the kbg's coffeis. 

Whenever the provinces require expenditures for 
repairs or impcovements they raise mwey by laying 

* Ai If each potantal* were not aufflcientlT iogeniona lo lijiog 
lUM, ooa i^BTi into tha hind of uunImt. Uoit it of naont pro- 
Kiibed dsriof Uot, tat hii ho l i no M (nnta m di^aoMlkm oq tha 
pafimiit of Uma otlini Is M< king. 

t Tba Blaim of a vni with Englind nccumd while w< wore at 
KaplM. Tba Engliih draatled tba Iowd immediitelT, and the peo- 
ple nill^red DiaGh loaa and tba luiisl confntioD and aniiat^ iucidaiit 
to wch a report. It »«• iftarwird uid the king got up tb« ilann 
that lie might ipeeQlala In the atock* ! This mlf ht bl tratb a aat- 
it*, it don ooi maHer mncb wbiidi. 
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» tut; but the money so raised caimot be laid 
out till a certaia ofBcer of the government makes a 
iq>ort as to the appropriatioii. If three yean pass 
wtthoat a report being made, the money escheats to 
the long. Repeatedly the tax has been laid, the 
money collected, and the npott nerer made. The 
avarice of a private individual ia a folly, in a king it 
is a crime.* 

We had heard a very pretty stoiy of the king 
braving the cholera, and remaining with his fomily 
at Naples that he might share the common danga 
and calm the panic The truth is, that he remained 
at Caaserta, a royal rcndence at a distance from the 
danger, and that once, when he drove into the city, 
and was pasing through the Mercata, the de^air- 
ing people gathered abdut him and ^rew their 
black bread into bis carriage. He threw it out 
again, and bade them flock to the churches and pray 
Qod to pardon them for the crimes for which he had 
sent this scourge upon tbem 1 Does it seem to you, 
dear C, that our world of free people and respon- 
sible governors can be the same in which this self- 
i^ wretch lives, a king, and permitted to transmit 
hk power to his like '? 

He has been educated by priests, and is now in 

* Tbe ijilBta of eipioniie ii w much mora tarere is the proi- 
[nc« tbin at Niplei that tha couatrjr gentlvman flock to Uia city 
foe piateddoiL We ktww ialiaialalj Ooa of Ibeta, a moM Bmik- 
bla and accompliahed ;(hjde man, wboaa wbola fimilj had auf- 
ftred political psraeculioo. Some bad loat tbair liTsa, aotna wera 
maimed, and lome bad diod of broJtea heatla. Wbilo wg look with 
dflteKition on the Ticea o( a (OTaroaiant that thua afflicl* ita nib- 
jacta, wa muK not brfM tbe Tittoe tliat tb la teaiata. 
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die hands of the Jesmts. His tutor has pubMied 
the coarse ot inatnictUHi by vhich he trained his 
n^al and doole pui»l. The Ini^ is there set ford) 
as the abepberd, auj the people as his sheep, over 
whom be has absolute power to lead them whiUier 
be will, to give life or inflict death. 

As ncitber the people nor the soldiers have any 
attachment to the goverament, there might be some 
hope of a better future if it were not backed by the 
power of Austria. The disaffection of the soldiery 
is BO notorious that even the long himself is awara 
of it He had at one time a fani^ to ^ve the 
tnx^ a new uniform. " Dress them as you will," 
said his father, ** at their first opportunity they will 
run away from you P' 

Then is a deep and general depravation h«re, 
doubtless, but the spirit of manhood is not extinct 
A few days since a Calalnian soldier was struck by 
his superior officer. He ctnuplained to his colonel, 
who treated the grievance as a bagatelle. The next 
day, on the parade, the soldier shot the officer, end 
Aen walked quietly away. He was, of course, seiz- 
ed, and the next morning execnted. To the last be 
was unfaltering, and said coolly that he had only 
done what. should have been done for him I 

Neither is humani^ extinct here ; and, as you r^ 
joice in the knowledge of a good deed as a gem- 
fancier does in the tUscorery of an antique, or a pic- 
ture-buyer in &e acquisition of a Raphael, I will 
tell you a story Mr. T. told us of a gentleman whose 
benevolent conntenance be pointed out at the court 
X3 
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faalL The person in question is the king's marter Of 
ceremotues, nobly horn, for ft lineal ancestor of bis 
leceved a sword from Fraitcis the First at the battle 
of Pavia. The descendant has done something better 
Aan givbg or receiving swords. During the chol- 
era he took under hia protection eighty recent or- 
phans. He built an asylum for them which cost 
diifty thousand dollars. He has ever since defrayed 
its expenses and supaiotended it daily. His in- 
come does not exceed nine thousand ducats pa- an- 



MarA 10. — ^Wx went yesterday, my dear C., to 
Poropal K — a was with us, quoting poetiy and 
talking poetic-prose; the accompaniment of such 
sodety, on an occasion like diis, is like hanng fine 

* 1 haTB tdttitai ki liw cmitroTenT with Enflind which occur- 
rad during tnir tojoara it Napleii. Tha king fancied he could extij- 
«Ma himwiir ln>m ths diffienllr bf rA^irlng hi* minittn to fkliiiy 
Um word ba btd pladgad lo m Eoftiah compuir. He reliiwd to da 
thii. The king tbreatsned, he persisleil, lad wu canseqnsnllj de* 

priTed of hi« office, and ordered to reliro to ■ atrong *■ '- ' 

the ptMiaeae, Infected wtlh 



the ptMiaeaa, infected wtlh Dultrik. H« wee poot ; hi* daDffalna 
(hi* onlj ehildiin), ia lb* deepeet sfHicCioD, uid the; would throw 
them*a!Tei it the kiog'e leet end entreat bie pardon. " Then too 
will do it et the peril of my ererlaeting diaplemire," aaid Che filher. 
"I hv>e oaly dooe my Mr; ihell I sak peidnn tbribei t No,mT 
childran. Loitb idc ibt integiit} ; it ii all ttut remaina lo me." A. 
fan d*>rniea pieeent told him he wu indiscreet to «ay these thing* 
In bii pieannee. He replied, " You will do nu a fkionr if jon teptat 
them lo hi* nawatr," 
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loasic to your dandng. We drove past Gelds ia 
which tbBK were masses of ashes and lava of last 
year's eruption. It aj^ieara now strange that Pom- 
peii sboold so long have ranained boned. The sut- 
&ce of the ground yet unopened indicates what is 
beneath ; it reaemhles a borying-grotuid, except that 
the tumuli are higher and more in^;uiar. You ig- 
DOrantly w<Hider that the people of the villages at 
the base of Vesuvius do not live in constant terror : 
expetience has taught them better. Hie stream of 
lava rolls slowly, like booey on an inclined plain, 
and you may be near «iongb to tout^ it with a cane 
and retreat befi»e it reaches you.* After a drive (tf 
twdve miles we reached Pranpeii, and, alighting, en- 
tered the Strada da Stpolcri, street of tixnbs. This 
fitting entrance bnngs you inmiediately into sympa- 
thy w^ the people who lived hae; fbr'thor dead, 
those they loved, wept, and htmoored, are as near to 
you as the dead of yesterday ! This street of tombs 
tna ou^e the gates of the dty ;f the tombi are 
raised several feet above the general level, and 



■ WIhd Uw* I* u noptfm the pBopte too" wiUitlwiiitatloc- 
CDpatioDB till thef we tbe ilTeam coming tbeir w>]r ; then tb«y pack 
np their Talu«hle*— 1 nDall boTdon — and Crudgs off to Naples. If 
tkMT hooMi m boTtod, Uw; iMam, nhen tha bn cool*, to bnOd 
Mw ODia, aad eultirata > toil umtwiiMilj fartila. 

t The Romans, eicepl in tba cue of eminent JndiTidaslg, forbade 
intennenti witbin tb« wall* of tlicir eitie*. Tba antbor of '■ Roms 
in tba Minatwnth Centaiy" JBMljr TCmarfca that tha Roman caaton 
otbuTjing on ailhei aide of tbs bisbwaT riplaioa [lu)caiiimoD inacrip- 
tion, " £uu Viaur /" ("Sh^ traTalleTl") ao appropriala for tbeEn, 
and K> ataoid ■■ nwd in Til^ge chutclijaida, i^at« IM tmrdjai orar 
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Gtowned with moDomaits bemtifulljr soolptured, and 

in some cases nearly entire. Tbe interior a[ the 
wail surrounding the tosab is coarsely wrought in 
ba»-relier. The streets are nanow and paved with 
large flat stones wluch bear the traces <d wheels, but 
the paveioent is unbroken and far better than that 
in the older parts of New-YoHc There are raised 
ude-walks ; a luxmy yon do not find in the modcni 
Italian dties. 

Now, my dear C, I feel it to be quite in Tain to 
attempt to conv^ to you sensations ind^nable, un> 
utterably strange, and yet thiilling qb wilit a fredi 
and undreamed-of pleasure ; I know not why, ud< 
les) it be from a sort of triumph orer time ; for here 
the past if ^ren back, and the dead are yielded up I 
We passed thresholds where the words "StUv^' 
and " Ave " saluted us almost audibly. We ranged 
through rooms where people 1800 yean ago wait to 
bed at night and rose again in the moniing; we 
■at down in porticoes where they once sat talking <^ 
what Ceesar was doing in the provmoes and Cicoo 
saying in the Forum. We look«l on the architectural 
deagtis and figures still in vivid colorason the walls, 
and fancied how the possessor of the Actson torn hy 
the dogs of IMana triumphed in havii^ a picture 
more beautiiiil than any of her neighbours, and how 
her rival might have exulted over her in the " Cupid 
and Dolphb sporting" on the now vacant pedestal 
of her fountain. We entered the boudoir where 
tiie gold bracelet weighing a pound was discovered } 
and as we lofdced at the two dove^ wrought in iti 



. 3 iizodb, Google 



ajkfitg, S49 

iBOSEuo pavemmt, faovcring oyer a. jewel casket 
while one of tbem draws out a necldace, we fancied 
the happy artist showiag his success&I work to his 
enapk^er. We saw the baby-hw of the house 
keeping over the marble floor to the masterpieca 
of bll moMica, while his nurae pointed out Alexan- 
der and lus helmeted Greeks, and Darius and hit 
tnrbaned Peraans! We fancied the errand-bojr 
reading the name, still legible, of the oil-merchant, 
and turnii^ in to purchase oil &om the jars sunken 
ia the counto*, and yet perfect We saw the jovi^ 
wine-drinker setting down his drinldng-cup on the 
marble stab that Rtill bears ita marit. We sat down 
Ml a Bemitdrcular stone-bench on the side-walk, and 
beard the old ntan tell his gossips, how well he 
fought at Jerusalem under their good Titus, and the 
nurse pronuse the listening boy he should go up to 
ftome and see the wild beasts fight in the new Fla- 
vian amphitheatre. We intagined the luxurious 
Pomp«aa, after his bath, ritting on the bronze bench 
orer a brazier in the still perfect bathing-room, and 
hwking up widi Roman pride at the efiSg^ea of the 
captire barbarian kings supporting the shelves on 
which stood the potsbf precious ointments. We fan- 
cied &e Pompeiaa Rc^endispoinng the hospitality 
of " tiie house s>{Ae Faun," which, from the treasures 
found there, seems, like tiiat of our host in London, 
to have been a mijpeum of art and beauty ; and as we 
walked over its mosaic pavements made of precious 
marbles obtained from elder ruins, and passed walls 
buUt of the lara of previous eruptions^ we heard the 
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antiquary of Pompoi ezplaining fmner pt^ie,* and 
the moralist proaing, as we i*ere, oa the mutationi 
of human afihirs ! We stood in the tra§;ic theatre, 
and saw the audience stured fay alkwins to locali- 
ties and celesdal phenomena which no roof hid from 
them. We heard the cries of the wwkmen in the 
Forum when the eruption burst forth, and they let 
&]i their tools, and left the walls but half rebuilt, 
and the columns but half restored that bad been 
overthrown by an earthquake mxteen years b^ire. 
We beard the sounds of labour in the narrow Utnes, 
- and, emo^Dg into a broad street, imagined what 
must have been the sensatioDS of those who filled it 
when, looking through its long vista, they saw the 
flames bursting from Vesuvius, and, turning back, 
beheld them glaring on the snow-capped rooui^ains 
opposite. And, finally, my dear C, after g<»ng over 
the nuned temples of Iras and Hercules, we returned 
to our own actual life — all that was left of it uuex- 
hausted-^and, ntting down oo the steps of the tem- 
ple of Venus, we ate bima, and drank our C^ai, 
and empathized with one of our friends, who feared 
he should outstay bis Naples' dinner and bis h.- 
Tourite omelette souffle, and laughed at an unhap- 
py Engli^ pail whom we bad repeatedly encoun- 
tered, the roan swearing it was " all a d— d bore, 
these old rattle-trap places," and his consort, with 
Madame Starke open in her hands, learning where 
die was to give one, and where two notes of admi* 
ration ! 

■ The Italians tbna iaiftaXa «n erapttot). 
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My bear C.f 
We went eaily dus moming to tlie Studii, and, 
by Way of an nppropriate sequence to yesterday, we 
proceeded directly to the apartments containing the 
personal ornaments, domestic utensils, &c., of the 
Pompoans.* There are four rooma, containing more 
than four thousand vases and other vessels of terra- 
cotta. They are embelli^ed with classical subjects, 
and their workmanship marks successive eras of art 
The value tet on them you may ima^e from two 
among them bong estimated at ten thousand ducats 
each ! In another apartment is a collection of pre- 
cious gems, sapphires, amethysts, camelians, &c., 
cut into fine cameos. What think you of a cup (in 
which some Pompeian Cleopatra may have melted 
her pearls and swallowed them) as large round as 
the top of a pint bowl, made of alabaster, with a 
rim of sardonyx, having on one ^de a group in bas- 
relief of seven figures, representing, with wonderful 
expres^on, an apotheosis, and on the other an ex- 
quisite Medusa's head ! '' There are a great variety 
of personal ornaments, necklaces, bracelets, rings, 
pins, &c, from which our fashionable jewelry of 
late years has been copied. We saw the necklace 
and bracelets iat Diomed's wife wore for one thou- 
sand eight hundred years ! Yesterday we went into 
her wine-cellar, where she was found with her puise 
• Widi UwM »ra iDlnmiDgtMl Um treunre* faand ia Hsiculfc 
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in her hand, ami where the wine-JBia ftrc still stand- 
ing!' 

There is an immeDse quanti^ of bronze armour, 
some of it beautifully embossed, and so heavy that 
it would seem to reqmre a {Rant's strength to sus- 
tab it One helmet was found on a soldier who 
stood it out bravely at his past; he was discovered 
at a gate of his dty, still on guard, when the ashes 
were removed ! 

There is an endless variety of bronze lamps, some 
Tcry beautiful, and small stoves ; one, that seemed 
to me a lUce contiirance, had e fireplace in the nud- 
dle, pipes running round it, and cyhnders at each 
comer. There is every article a housewife could 
de^re to furnish her Idtchen : kettles, saucepans, co- 
landera, tunnels, dippers, steelyards, with bronze 
busts for weights ! and, in short, dear C, there is 
everyttung to identify the wants, usages, and com- 
forts of ^e ancients with our own : surgical instru- 
saents, keys, garden tools. We observed a writing- 
case predstly in the fashion of a compact little af- 
fair K. is DOW udng, and which she bought at a ba- 
zar in Iiondon. 

The drinldag-cupa ue various and beautifiiL 
There are seventy alike of slver, small and fluted, 
which were taken from a table outspread Ibr a ^n- 
ner that was nerer eaten ; and perhaps it was fw 
this very dinner that some meat i^ch we saw in »: 
stewpan was in preparation. 

* Tht pour liuly i> suppowd to h*Te aoDght nfage in Ihe ceUv. 
T«7 lew akeletmi bate been fonnd it Pompeii, from whictLtt tf- 
pew* Ihit most of lb* iidubkanta h*d ting to cMipe. 
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There are vheat, ric«, oats, honey, figs, {wviMfl, 
and almoDds, all unchanged to the eye, except 
darkened in colour; and there b dough all readj 
for the oven, and a cake just taken out of it mark- 
ed into slices, and looking precisely like a "com- 
position-cake" prepared for one of our rural tea- 
tables — I did not taste it ! — and I saw a little cake 
ma<le in the form of a ring, and set a^de — per- 
haps — to cool for some pet child at school. Strange 
thoughts all these objects called up of human pro- 
jects and pursuits, and of human blindnets. 



You will be pleased to know that your profeanoa 
at Naples, though not sons reproche, as they, for the 
most part, notoriously take Iwibes, have a benevo- 
lent association for the gratuitous prosccqtion of the 
causes of the poor. This society meets every &m- 
day morning, and go in a body to church to say 
&w prayers. On every Thursday morning four <k 
their number are in waiting to receive applications. 
Our iriend L— a, who is one of them, says it does 
BOt amount to much, not from the &ult of the law- 
yers, but from the reluctance of the clients, who 
have no confidence that the right can prevail with- 
out the customary accessory of bribes. A bribe to 
the judge is about as much a matter of course as * 
fee to the lawyer! 

L — a took us yesterday to see the dvil courts held 
in the Vicaria, a palace formerly occupied by die 
Borareigns of Naples. The lower story and subter- 

Vol. n.— Y 
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nuieati apartments are devoted to prifioDs, and Mt in 
a bonible condition. The upper story is anothei 
kind of prison ; there the arcWes of the state are 
kept, and among them precious histoiical records, 
jealously locked up. Foreigners are occasionally 
peruutted a few hours' research among them, and a 
few favoured Neapolitans have been admitted for a 
Teiy short time. 

In gobg up the wet stone staircase we passed a 
half-famished-looking woman sitting asleep with one 
child at her breast, in vain seeking food there, and 
another lean, pallid thing nestled close to her. 
Would not such a spectacle in the precincts of your 
courts have brought down a shower of algis 1 these 
people clattered past them as regardless as if these 
human things were a part of the stone they sat upon. 
This is " custom." God has not given the Neapolitans 
hearts harder than ours up in 'Berkshire. We went 
through several crowded anterooms filled with law- 
yers, clients, and idlers, hawkers of stationary, and 
beggars. One long hall was lined on both fades 
with desks occupied by scriveners who, amid such 
clamour as I am sure you never heard, were going 
on as undishirbed as if they had been in your qui^ 
office. We made our way through three rooms 
where courts were in session, and where the business 
was conducted quietly and decently, much, as it 
seemed to me, in form hke the bu^ness of our legal 
tiibnnals, except in one particular. There is one of- 
ficer called the procuratore, whose busittess il is to 
expound the law and apply its prindples to the 
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cause in question. Accustomed, as I have always 
been, to regard our judges as uncornipt«d and incor- 
ruptible, I felt a sort of shuddering in looking at 
these men, whose vices are diseases of the heart that 
must carry disease and death into every part of the 
body of the state. There are Jour thousand lawyers .. 
in, Naples, including clerks and scriveners, and it 
would seem that they, and all their dependants and 
follower, were within the walla of this old palace. 
These masses looked busy and intelligent, and much 
more respectable than the populace in the street 
— as if it had been sifted indeed, and this was the 
grain, that the chaff. The lawyers are marked by 
the government, as it is well known that they best 
nnderstand the rights of the people. Authors are 
marked men too ; and with good reason, if they re- 
flect and feel as well as write.* 

* Than ii ■ TO<iii( NeapoliUn who obuined peimiwica to print ■ 
IiiMorj of tha kiDEdom or Naplm. Hs went on imoDthlT till tta 
came to the utenth century, when the inTuion or the Saraceni 
g>ie tiM to Kime pitiioHc Mpreacions ; the pobliutlm wu iloppod 
■BdUaMSS.MimL Natbing<lannlod,taeb«giD(g(in; aadi]o«,u 
bit u ba complelea ftcertim portion, hs leodi it out of tbe cDuntry 
to be prioted. Tbeni is an Inititulion here cilted VAlbrrgn <!>• />o. 
■ri (Aijl on for the Poor), which hnla^e laiKli,butKi fnodDlentlf 
muugacl that the ininaiea are liille banefited b; them (the nni 
■Dotted to each penon i* Ibirtf-Dloe ducaU a year, and not more 
tliin ^e hair of thia ia spent upon him). The Tonng blMorian ra- 
■otTOd toeipoae tbaee ibnaea, and ha wrote .a elerer poem, in which 
ha caricatuted nTeral jxtnoni cODcemed in Ihem. Thii was printed 
here with a foreign luperKripiion. He wi* aeized and impriaoned. 
He confeHsd the authorship, but maintained there was no law for- 
btdding his lenrni; what be would ; andaa to the printing, the printer 
mciat aiiawer for ibat. Ha waaaleadbat. uid ptavailed, but ha isa 
matitd HUM. One poor fallow, for a much tighter oflence, was sanl 
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I am tempted here, mjr dear C, to copy a passage 

from 's journal which lies opeo before me, 

relating to a pereecuted author, whose poeias the 
girls have been reading with our Xeapolitao fHend 
L It will at least serve to show you bow ground- 
less were your fears that our young people, in tie 
endwDtment of these countries, would lose their sense 
of the advantages of their own. 

" L. considers Count Leopardi the finest poet 
snce Alfieri, and certainly there is great power in 
some of the things we read ; and, oh ! it gives us 
such a feeling, such a ' realizing sense* of the men- 
tal Bufierii^ endured here by men who have one 
spark left of that love of freedom which seems to 
be God's univeisal gift, who have their eyes open to 
what is pasang roood them, and aspirations after 
better things. 

** And as we read with L. and see how excited 
be becomes, how, from the very innermost d^ths (^ 
his soul, he responds to the hitter invectives and keen 
sarcasms of the poet, we too kindle into a glow of 
indignation, and feel ourselves animated by the spir- 
it of uocompromiang resistance ; and when' we lay 
ande the book we thank Heaven, more than ever, 
tiiat our lot is cast in a land where we can think, 
speak, and act as the e^irit roovcth us ; and Amer- 
ica rises before us in a halo of light, brightening 

to ■ nudhaaw, {dnogad into Iba i^M dt titprtn, chuasd, ud con- 
finBd with (ba "furiouily mad." He eiciled inch lympilhT uid 
cilled forth luch powuAil iuterceuka thit be wu fimllf raleaaaiL 
■Dd l« now in Fuii. 



. 3 iizodb, Google 



«APtBS. S57 

and brigbtenii^. As Dante says oa his fiist seeing 
Paradise,' 

* E dinhito pone sionio a gionis 
Ettece iggulato come quel cbe pasta, 
Atghs '1 ciel d'uD altrn sole adomo.' " ^ 

For a (^iet persoii, who does not care to run aitex 
^ghts, I can imagine oothing more delightful thait 
to sit at the window as I do now, and look out on 
the bay and the golden clouds floating over Vesuvius 
and Somroa, and at Vesuvius itself hathed in purple 
Jight. But the chief pleasure of a residence in Na- 
ples, after visiting the Studii, dnving up the Strada 
Jfuova — a Mperb teiTa«;e-road overlooking the bay 
—after walking through the royal pleasure-grounds 
at Capo di Monte, through the Boschi, a green Fo- 
silipo with " verd'rous walls," and looking at the 
king's sa)en hundred peacOcI^ dragging their green, 
their white, and their azure blue plumes over the 
green turf — and after ranging through the terra coi^ 
ta, coral, and lava shops — the chief pleasure at Na^ 
pies is from the excursions about its rich environs. 

The ^rls have ascended Vesuvius, and will give 
you their report We have, of couise, viated the 
tomb of Virgil, hardly to be called an excui^on, for 
it is just at the end of the city, over the entraoce to 
Posilipo. The fact of it being the tomb of Virgil is 
disputed. Eustace argues earnestly fcir the real 
presences but Eustace is an easy believer. It is, 
however, a poation the poet might have chosen if 
be looked fondly back to earth. It is in a vineyard, 
amid grotcaque forms of tufa, which give a pictu- 
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icsqne eflect to the ilex, ivy, uid lanrel that hu^ 
caresangly about the tomb, as if they had Tolunta- 
rily grown there. There are variota openings af- 
fording glimpses of VesuTins, of the glotious bay 
and its lovely shares. The tomb itself is an ordi- 
naiy colvunbarium, with niches enough lor all the 
Latin poets who have come down to us. 

We have just returned from Poszuoli, the entaent 
Puteoli. After dnTiDg to the end of the gay Chi- 
sia, we entered the grotto of Poralipo, which is 
a tunnel cut tlirougb a tufa hm, and is 2316 
Ei^lish feet in length, twenty-two in breadth, aod, 
where loftiest, eighty^seven feet in height It has « 
lew dim lamps, whose insufficinit light is inade- 
quately supplied by the few rays of out»' day that 
paietrate the ardted entrances at each extremity. 
The passage is wild and impressve. The iminis- 
oned and haghtened sound reTerberating from the 
walls is tike nothing earthly. The souths who we 
working by fitful fires in a deep cavity at one ce- 
trance, aeon stationed at the tiiresbold of Plufa/s 
realm. An almost impalpable powder, from ground 
which no drop of rain ever touches, darkens and 
thickens the atmosphere ; a carnage drives past yon 
with noise enough for a train of railroad cars ; then 
a Neapolitan oar, with a little demon of a horse 
with cHily a pat£h of skin hera and there, and n» 
flesh, daMies along, ii» nine w twi wild, ragged 
passengers stuck cm, chaffering, yelK^ and laugh- 
ing, and all vanishing as soon as past, seeming mere 
■hadovs ia a shadow land. SacUnly a bri^ 
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gleam of lamplight illumines the figure of a bare- 
beaded, gray old woman driviog an ass with pan- 
Biers, or ^Is on t strapping, bare-l^ged girl fol- 
Jowing another loaded with piles of wood. They 
but appear, and yanish in darkness. There are 
shrines niched in the wall, where a lamp bums be- 
fore an image or a crucifix, and in the very heart of 
the passage is a chapel to tbe virgin scooped in the 
rock. I have seen this illuminated ; and when its 
lights are glaring on two or three kneeling worship- 
pera, and on a haggard beggar pointing to the im- 
age of tbe holy mother and stretching his hand to 
you, it produces a starthDg effect 

It is remarkable that the date of this work is un- 
known. It is mentioned by Pliny and Strabo, and 
is supposed to have been done by the Cunueans, to 
connect Meapolis with Puteoli. After emei^ng 
from tbe grotto ttiis morning — ^and what a delicious 
transit it is to the open ^cy and earth ! — we turned 
off our road towards Agnsno, a pretty, secluded 
crater-lake devoted to the king's aquatic birds. Such 
Qumbers were emerging from it (hat it seemed a 
fountain of life, and as if its waters were at every 
moment becoming incorporate in feathers and wings 
— poor things, they had a doomed look ! 

We 1^ our carriage on the lake-c^re to walk up 
a steep hill to Astroni, where we were admitted 
within a stone wall of four or five roilee in circum- 
ference which encloses the king's preserves. It 
was here the queen did that delicate bit of ]«]y-Iike 
work— killed her seventeen boars of a fine morningl 
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Fnm tbe hill where we stood we looked down five 
or ax hundred feet into what was once the crater of 
a volcano, and is now a spacious plain overgrown 
by trees and walled round by steep precipices. 
There is no tradition of the volcano, and no other 
record of it than that which the earth bears on her 
bosom. To an American eye these preserves sug- 
gest the idea of uncleared land, upon which the set- 
tler is be^nning his work ; the sound of the wood- 
man's axe coipes up muacally from this deep soli- 
tude. L. and I wandered about the eminences 
among tbe superb ilexes, gathering the white heath, 
and catching glimpses of the bay, the queenly Nisi- 
da, and the great St. Angelo. 

Wereturned to tbe high road and proceeded along 
the margin of the Bay of Baia to PozzuolL This, 
once a great maritime town of Southern Italy, is now 
a miserable be^arly place, containing about 9000 
inhabilaots, chiefly fishermen, and, as it would appear 
from the troops that besiege you, beggars, ciceroni, 
and venders of " anHchi," as you are assured the- 
little lamps and bronze images are which are thrust 
into your carriage by stout clamorous fellows, who 
meet you a mile out of the town and keep pace with 
your hoises. Ah ! there is a horrid tariff on all out-of- 
door pleasures in Italy. Your compact made with 
your cicerone, your condition improves, the venders 
drop off in despair, and -the beggars nbside, it being 
a part of his duty to drive them off, which he often 
does amudngly enough, by reiterating the only Eng^ 
lish word he knows, and which beggars and all aooa 
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leara in the good Eoglidi Bocaety they keep : " d — n ! 
d— n!d— n!" 

If you can foiget tlie liTing people at Pozzuoli, 
you may enjoy fine remabs of the dead. There 
are columns of Tavertine of a temple of Jupita 
Serapis tbirty-Sre feet high. Hiey bear a cutioua 
record of the passage of time and the work of the 
elements ; for m feet froia the base they are entire 
and smooth, and thus far they have been buKed in 
the sand ; above that they are nearly perforated, made 
to resemble a sponge, by pholas, creatures that live 
only in salt water, so that the sea has at one time 
advanced upon the temple, nearly covered it far 
ages, and again receded. It is surrounded by baths. 
The sick who came to bathe in the mmeral -wattt 
brought their propitiatory offerings to the god and to 
the priest The ring to wMch the victims were at- 
tached is still riveted in the stone, the pavement 
below the altar is nearly perfect, and all around are 
strewn steps, capitals, and fragments oi bas-reliefs. 

At a short distance from the temple we found 
workmen employed excavating an amphitheatre, 
which will approach the Colosseum in extent, and is 
found in a good state of preservation. We went 
through an opened corridor where the masonry was 
as perfect as if it were done yesterday. 

But by far the most interesting sight at PobzuoU 
is the Via Canvpana, a part of the ancient Via Ap)»a 
leading hence to Gaeta. It is for two hiiles a street 
of tombs. The road (its pavement slill in perfect 
preservation) is a deep cut between high Pi^ed 
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■re an ovttUe people. The pasrions that lie deep 
in our souls, and that are only called fivth by the 
Twce of their master and to effect a purpose, are 
continually breaking out here. But. thein ia bat 
beat lightning ; oura rires the oak. 

At PozauoU we were, as usual, besieged by a lit- 
tie anpy of cicercHU. I had previously promiaed 
my patronage to a Inigbt lad who had be^^^ me 
to ask fcH- Michael Angelo. I did eo ; and a stout, 
ragged, rufiian-loc^ing wretch started forth, ez- 
cUuming, "Ecco! ecco] Sono -Michael Angdoi" 
The ruse only brought down upon him the laugh of 
lug comrades, and we drove off with a certain An- 
drea, a nice fellow, whom K — n, a fanner of human 
&ces, had at once selected ima his tiibe. We tivn- 
ed off near the ruins of the ancient mote (su}q>osed 
to have been built by the Comfeans, and repaired by 
(he Roman emperors) to which Cal^ula attached 
his bndge of boats. Here we led our carriage at 
the lAicrine Lake, and went off by a footpath to the 
Lake of Averaus, the Tartarus which Virgil describes 
in the Sixth Book of the .^ineid. It is like all the 
crater-lakes we have seen, deep sunk amid barren 
and precipitous bills. On the shore of tlus lake are 
the ruins of a temple which has been assigned to 
Pluto ; a pretty fair guess ; for who but an infernal 
dei^ should have his temple on Tartarus 1 We 
turned from the lake to the grotto of the Cumsan 
Sibyl, the long-sought and honoured oracle to whom 
Pominicluno has given such divine grace ; sacrifi- 
cing, aa it seems to me, inspiration to youth, beau^, 
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and buTDOny. We know not what art has done Gx 
us till we find it peopling theae dreary solitudes with 
such exquisite formB. The grotto is a low, vaulted 
passage (a miniature of Poailipo), piercing the hil. 
and coming out oa the other side. We discreetly 
declined greying through it, contenting ourselves 
with a bouquet of ivy-leaves and violets plucked 
about its entrance. 

We returned to the carriage, and drove round the 
Bay of Baia, a most secure shelter for shipping. It 
was here that Pompey, Crassus, and Fompeius dined 
on board a galley, when Pomp^ had not the cour- 
age to do the treacherous act he would have pei> 
mitted his servant to do for him.* 

Here was the scene of Nero's parricide ; here 
lay the elder Pliny when the eruption that destroy- 
ed Pompoi burst forth; and here his nephew wrote 
that letter vi\acb has made us all as familiar with 
the circumstances that urged his tiacle into the scene 
of danger, with the curiosity of the philosopher and 
the benevolence of the friend, as if both uncle and 
nephew were our ccMitemporaries, and we had re- 
ceived the letter by yesterday's post I We went up 
into the litde village of Bauli, on the ruins of Lu- 
cullus* villa, where Tiberius expired, and where the 
people are now nested in little holes, cratmies, and 
angles of old walls. We descended to the founda- 
tions of a celebrated reservoir, which the Romans 
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constructed to supply their fleet with fresh water 
when their fleet lay in the Bay of Baise ; of which 
forty-eight piers are still entire, to show how this 
magnificent people could provide for sn exigency ! 
We went to the Mare Marto, s little inlet of the 
sea, the Sty^an Lake of Vii^l, and' over his Elys- 
ian Fields, and wherever we went we turned a new 
leaf in the views of this land of loveliness. We 
stood on the ^tes and amid the ruins of temples, 
palaces, and villas; for here they are, to borrow 
again Dewey's most descriptive expresaon, " knead- 
ed into the soil " 

As we paused on the shore near the ruins of two 
magnificent temples, I locked across to Pozzuoli ,• 
and thought of the moment when St. Paul first set 
bis foot on Roman ground there. Who could then 
have prophesied that the words of this tent-maker 
should be a law to the conscience, when men stand- 
ing where we stood should smile doubtfully at being 
told, " Here was Nero's palace, there was Cicero's 
villa, and there Lucullus* ; and there, on Nitdda, 
lived Brutos with Portia, Cato's daughter, the ' well- 
reputed woman,' so fathered and so husbanded !" 
and should guess whether this ruin was a temple to 
Venus, or Hercules, or no temple at all ! or this other 
to Mercury and Diana ! Ima^nation should recon- 
struct these temples, rebuild these villas, repeople 
this Boman world, and refill it with its luxury and 
pomp, to estimate the faith of the brave apostle, 
who, in the midst of it all, " counted all things but 
• The wiciail PvU^ 
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loss for tbe excellency of the knowledge of Christ 
Jesus our Lord !" 

But to return to ourselves, dear C. Our carriage 
was, as usual, fotlowed by a train — not of loathsome 
beggars this time, but of young, Moorish-looking 
iprls, who held up saucers with bits of precious 
marbles from the ruins, which, as they truly said, 
were ** molto bello ! molto graziozo !"• Th«r lead- 
er, a joyous creature, addressed a sort of badinage 
flattery to me, telling me I too was " grazioza e bel- 
la i" and, when I shook my head, she shouted merrily, 
and said I should be " if I bought her marbles !" 
The train swelled as we proceeded, and among 
them was a young mute, who had her spindle and 
distaff, and spun as she walked. She seemed about 
seventeen, with a most graceful, fragile figure, and 
with a shade of prophetic sadness ovor features so 
beautiM that they reminded me of Raphael's saints. 

We had left our carriage and gone up through a 
d^e to get a view of the queen's o^er-eating 
lodge ; and when we returned, our merry troop, 
clamouring and laughing, met us half way. Would 
tiiat I could describe the scene to you, my dear C. ; 
but I can only give you the materials, and you must 
make out the picture for yourself. On one mde were 
the ruins of temples, on the other the monstrous 
foundations of mouldering villas ; before us the bay, 
and Vesuvius with its blue wreath of smoke, and the 
Apennines biilliant in their caps of snow, and Capri 
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fsr off in the 1»y, so soft and dreamy that it seemed 
melting away while we were gasdng at it ; and 
donds were driving over us, with fittiil sunbeams 
glaninng through them. Our merry fotlowera were 
joined hj an old woman, with a fai^ht red handker- 
chief tied over her grisly locks. She was the living 
image of Raphael's Cumsean Sibyl, the same wrink- 
led Ivow, and channelled cheeks, and unquenched 
energy burning in her eye ; the resemblance was 
perfect, even to tiie two protruding teeth.* She was 
sitting on tiie fragment of a marble colunm, hold- 
ing above her head a tamborine, on which she was 
playing one of the wild »rs to which they dance 
the tarantella, and accompanying it with her crack- 
ed voice. To this music ^e gleeful bare-l^ged girl 
I have described to you, havii^ s«zed a strappii^ 
companion, was dancing a tarantella around K — n, 
who, though he enough from a Bacchus or Faun, 
has in his fine English face much oS the joyousness 
of these goiial and jovial wortlue& My meny girl 
danced and shouted like a frantic Bacchante. I 
never saw a month so expressive of glee, nor an eye 
whose brightness was so near the wildneas of insan- 
ity ; there were children with tangled locks of mot- 
ley brown and gold, and eyes like precious stones, 
lea[Hng and clapping their hands, and joining in the 
old woman's chorus ; and my pretty mute was among 
them, with a chastened mirth and most eloquent si- 
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I«nce. Apart stood four girls, as grave and fixed as 
Caryatides, with immense piles of brush on &ea 
heads, which they had just brought dowD from the 
hills; and we pilgrims from the cold North were 
looking on. 

K — n, who had begun by regarding our followers 
as troublesome sellers of " cose moUe curiose" had 
by degrees given himself up to the spirit of the 
scene. The Hoodgates of poetry, and of sympathy 
with these wild children of the South, were opened j 
and over his soul-lit face there was an indescribable 
shade of melancholy, as if by magic he were behold- 
ing the elder and classic time, and that were an ac- 
tual perception which before had been imperfectly 
transmitted by poetry, painting, and sculpture. He 
threw a shower of silver amoug the happy creatures, 
and we drove off, 

I have \n vain tried to put this scene on paper for 
you. I have seen nothing in Italy so characteristic 
and enchanting ; and when K — n came to us in the 
evening, I found I had not exaggerated, nor even 
fully estimated his enjoyment. 



We have been with our English friends to Paes- 
tum ; and, though it rained torrents through one of 
our three days of absence, we had quite pleasure 
enough to repay us for crossing the ocean. What 
think you, then, of the scale io which these three 
days are but a make-weight 1 

Nothing was ever better suited than the approach 
Z3 
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to PBStum OTer a wide, vild, And most desolata 
plain, with no Uving thing visible exceptiog, at far 
intervalB, a shepherd, in the primeral ttress of dcins, 
teDdiog a flock of gaunt, ragged dieep, a herd of 
buSaloes, Inoldug, as K — a says, as if made of the 
refuse of all other aaimals, or a solitary wretch on 
an aaa, who appears, like the snail, to carry his house 
and housdiold goods with him. The ^iproadi ia 
suited to the ruins, my dear C, because there is no- 
thing to divert your attention for ooe moment from 
them. There they stand, between the moontains 
and the sea, in a wide blank page, scarcely ruins, 
but monuments o£ the art, wealth, aad faith of a 
nation long effaced firom the earth— tem[Jes erected 
to an unknown God by an unknown people. 

I could condense pages of description and specu- 
lation from tourists more learned than I ; but, after 
all, th^ settle nothing ; we are still left to wond» 
and conjecture, as the Emperor Augustus did when 
he came from Rome to Psstam, nearly 2000 years 
ago, to gaze as ignorantly (and as admiringly, I 
trust) as we now do. 

The cork modds have given you an accurate idea 
of the form of these edifices ; but you must see them 
in this affecting solitude with God'a temides, the 
mountains behind them, the sea sweepii^ before 
them, and the long grass waving from their crevices, 
to /id them — to class the sensations they produce 
with those excited by the most magnificent works of 
nature, Niagara and the Alps. 

We stood before them, we walked through tlian 



. 3 iizodb, Google 



N API. 1 8. S7I 

and xround them, and then returned to the little 
Trattoria, ibe only shelt^ here, to cxunfort ouiselres 
beside the blazing fagots with hot soup and mtzzo 
aUdo, and laugh at the eating and clattering parties 
—English, German, and Italian — who seemed pour- 
ing down with the rain upon Pxstum, and whose 
vebement deoiands om poor little hoet tried in vain to 
eupplj. Among them waa an honest German, who 
seemed to have come for nothing but the " Pestum 
roses" which the elder poets celebrate, and which 
he expected to find as immortal as their poetry. 
We left him stUl tram[Hng over the wet grass in 
fruiUesB search of them.* 



■^pril 10. — To-uoBnow, my dear C, we leave 
Naples, and take the firat homeward step as joyAil 
89 the Israelites when they turned towards the holy 
city. You may well have got the impression frtHB 
my letters that the beggars are the only company 
we keep here, and, in tmtb, the beggani and the 
street denizens (here lazzaroni, at Rome fecchini, 
and idlers everywhere) are the only inhabitants of 
the country of whom we have much knowledge- 
There are bo few elements in their condition that 
** he who runs may read them." All, tbeorelically, 

* Aware thai m^ book u outluting tbe patience of mj readera, I 
biTB omitted, eicaptinc tb< f^" punEnplu aliata, mj joomal of our 
aicuiaion to Psstam. My deicriptiona of Itas beaulj of lame por- 
tiooi of ttvs louU would giTs bat an iinpecfect idea to tbow who htm 
not aeen it, and tboie who lura nMd not to be nmindod bow nucb 
thsTB li to be eojojed. 
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acknowledge that they hare " organs, (Umenmong^ 
■enses, afTcctioDs, passions;" ix)die& with humaa 
wants, souls with an immortal destiny; and ye^ 
while we tourists give volumes to ruins aitd picture^ 
the Lazzaroni are slurred over with a line or a 
sneer. We forget the wrongs which have l»Qught 
tbem to their present abjectness and keep them in it, 
and quiet our sympathies by reiterating that " the 
Lazzaroni are the moat cheerful people in the world 1" 
and so they are (except, perhaps, our slaves !) ^ 
more cheerful, as a friend of ours says, *' than they 
have any right to be;" happier than you and I, 
dear C, if happiness he indicated by a careless 
brow and merry shouts; but is not the happiness 
of a reflecting being shaded by seriousness, looking, 
as he must, before and after 1 and is not the cheer- 
fiilness of these people the most hopeless thing about 
them, proving, as it does, an unconsciousness that 
marks the lowest point of human degradation t — no, 
not the lowest point — I would rather be one of the 
Lazzaroni than the king of the Lazzaroni. Is it not 
strange, dear C, that people should leave well-or- 
dered countries to come here to live 7 There are 
many strangers, for the most part English, who, se- 
duced by the attractions of the climate and the love- 
liness of the adjacent country, remain here year 
after year. Life b rather too short, too full of im- 
port, to be consumed in mere pas^ve enjoyment!* 

• My laat walk in Naples vna Wo ehsracterulfo of the place to Iw 
l«ft aolnDKrilted from id; Dolei. I hid birdly gone ten pacta, 
whan a dectepit old bag hobbled on her itaff towani* me, crjiof 
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Tenii, April U. 
Wb have left Rome^ my dear C, and with 
feelings too much like parting with a friend foi^ 
ever to say anything about them. We took good 
advice, and, instead of returning to Florence by the 
dreary way we came, we are on the Peni^a route, 
which is filled with beauty, and is beginning to real- 
ize my early and most romantic dreams of Italian 
scenery. We scarcely know what spHng is; our 
change of season is like the Russian hath, the 
plunge from the snowdriA to hot water. Here the 
muses and the graces seem to have taken the thing 

with her tmckadToicflT "Eeceltfln^'' And! gate bar afewgnnifrom 
mj dda-pookat. II«f feeble blenini: em inlo " Pandiie" had Knc* 
died upon mr e*i irlNii I felt a huid thnut Into Ibii wine pocket, 
end, turning, caaght k jounfatcr in lbs act of siploring it. I forgot 
that be «u Italian, and I of anotber longne ; I foigot, too, tbai I kept 
Dotbini in tbi* pocket bat halfpencs for the bofgei* ; and, fteltac 
u if I bad been robbed of all I wai worth in ttie world, I pouted out 
niT indignation Id a roller of eound Engliab, aiery word a> good oa ■ 
blow. Tb« lad aoiiled at mj impotent wrath, dte« back a atep, and 
poii>tMl to a tall compaoiaQ to indicata that ha waathe i^cnder; and 
then attetcbing out hia hand, aaid. in Ihs Ime aotlo toco tons, " Ah, 
accelen! dale ml qnalche coae." Aa I paaaed the Duke of Bor- 
deaux palace a poor wotnan wu aitting on the pa*enwat. laaainB' 
bar head agsinat the wall, with a balf-famiahed child aaleep in bw 
•nna ; ahe aaid nothing, but her look ahoald hare perauadsd aome- 
thing better th«n halfpence Irom mr pocketj it did not; my heart 
waa aa bard aa tbe Leyila'a ; and I walked rapidly on to eacapeljln* 
maaaea oT dirty raga with humap hrada, hands, and feet that were 
coining tovraida me erring, " Eicellen, par I'tnKn di Dio;" "Ei- 
oellaa, mors di Hat." The diatance from my lodfing to the diop 
waa not ooe aiith of a mile. 

* We paaaed the Holy Weak at Rome. Hy readera are altendf 
bmiliar with ita aplendid eeremoniea, and aa I eaanol gtTe freah In- 
teieat to Ihaoi, I luTe diacieetljr omitted theoL 
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into thor own hands, and all nature is imbodled po- 
etij and grace. 

After winding around hills covered with home- 
looldng houses, and peeiing down into the deep 
pathway which the Mar has made for itself through 
flieir ravines, we arrived here at twelve o'clock this 
morning, and have spent the afternoon in vi^ting the 
Falls. " If you have seen Niagara and Temi," said 
lEVan^ois, *' yon may die content" But Terni hardly 
deserves this companionship. The cascade, as per^ 
bapa you know, is artifidal, the waters that over- 
spread the country above it having been drawn off 
by the Romans into the Velino, a small stream, and 
Knt over the rocks into the \ar. It does not owe 
its chann to the amount of water, but to its height, 
its most graceful form, and, above all, to its accessor 
ries ; to the varied slopes and cone-Fike mountains ; to 
tiie lovely view out into a gardened world, and — to 
its memories — Cicero came here from Rome to aipie 
a cause about this veiy watercourse. We saw the 
fall at ever; point of view, from the summit to the 
base ; it was late in the afternoon, and we had the 
advantage of deep shadows below and bright lights 
above, and the iris playing over it, not like 

■* Lots watehinf nudneas with oniltenble mfen," 

but more like Love fondly hovering around beauty. 
In truth, Byron's whole description is an extrava- 
ganza ; his " infernal surge" is so soft and sprayey 
that you can scarce tell whether it move np or down ; 
it might be formed of the glittering vrings of angeb 
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ascending and descending. Byron should have seta 
Niagara, and he could have descnbed it. 

We came from the fall by a lovely winding 
footpath through tall chestnut-tress bursting into 
fresh verdure, and shrubs, andvhite feathery heath, 
and sweet violets, and cherry columbines, and through 
the orange-bowers of a certain Count Graziani. Ah ! 
my dear C, this is sfiring. And the girls who met 
us with aases whereon we were to ascend the hill to 
Papigno, were as beautiful as Raphael would have 
painted wood-nymphs. Temi owes a portion of its 
fame to this atmosphere of exceeding beauty. 



Foligno. — ^The day has been warm, and towards 
noon we crossed La Somma, a high peak of the 
Apennines. We had a yoke of oxen attached to 
our four horses, to drag us up this three mile ascent 
K. and I walked the greater part of the way, and 
amused ourselves talking with the train of beggan 
that we accumulated, not " stropi and ciechi" (lame 
and blind), but stout dames and pretty children. 
The oxen pulled sturdily (the vetturino taking care 
to let them do all the work), till, when we were 
within a few yards of the summit, one of them sud- 
denly stopped and staggered. Th^r master detach- 
ed them, when the poor beast gave a convulave 
leap and fell dead. His owner broke out into the 
most violent expressions of despair, beating his 
breast, clasping his hands, plucking off his hat, and 
throwing himself on the ground. Do not laugh at 
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me, £v truly he lembded me of Lear's aogtnafa over 
tbe dead body of Cordelia. There could in no case 
be more demoDStrntion of grief. Our b^garly ret- 
inue forgot themselTes, and gathered rouad him, 
ex^nesmiig their sympathy most vehemeotly ; while 
be continued touching gntly the animal's horns, 
and crying out, " O Gigio mio !" " O Dio mio !" 
" che faccio io [" drawing open one ^elid, and then 
the other, and exclaiming, " 6 m(»to ! k morto ! 
Dio mio I" 

This was all unaffected. The oxen were proba- 
bly tbe <«ly means of living the poor man poesesaed 
—his Bole dependance for bread for himself and 
his fanuly ; but he showed all he felt ; they are a 
demoDstratiTe people. Do you remember a story 
Mr. Hoffinan tdls of one of our backwoodsmen, 
who, having left hi* wife and children alone in their 
log habitation to go into the forest, found them all, ■ 
on coming back, lying murdered before his door, 
lolled by Indians % He made no movement, no 
gesticulation, but said quietly, " Well, now, if this 
if not too ridiculous 1"* 



La, Ahgwre. — After crawling to-day at a snail's 
pace up the immense hill on which the old Etrmcan 
city, Perugia, stands, we were induced to retrace 
our way, by the report of the recent opening of a 

* It it poMible tbit thU nun wu neitker • bruta cor ■ clod, bat 
that ■ ycu afterward he eihibitsd the tigat of pramitiire old age. 
KIbaWt lacM tuTB diSennt imniftftillnM 
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tomb in wbich some of the herofs of this bnve old 
eyrie have sl^t for the last 2600 years. 

AAer descending the bill in a Uttle post-carriage, 
and crosung a field, we descended a ladder, and a 
doubly-locked door b«ng opened to us, we entered 
the tomb of a noble Etruscan family. Opposite our 
entrance hung suspended a bronze IKvinity " in lit- 
tle." There are nine small vaulted chambers, built 
of square blocks of tufa, with a well-cut Medusa's 
head in die centre of each ceiling, and about it dol- 
phins and dragons, I think ; but our survey waa so 
hasty that I do not vouch for its accuracy. One 
apartment only is left as it was found ; from the rest 
the maDua>«itfi and ornaments have been removed. 
In this are several sarcopha^ of travertine as white 
as marble, and as perfect in all re^>ect8 as when 
they came irom the sculpt(»'s hands. There was a 
balf-recumbent figure on each, sui^xised to be the 
effigy of the person whose remains wee within the 
sarcophagus ; a cnnous portrait-gallery to be open- 
ed to exlnbiticm after 2600 years, is it not 1 Every- 
thing is as fresh and uoinjiu^ as wbw the Etruscan 
mourners laid th^ dead here. Wby^ the tomb ot 
the Scipios is a parveToi to this ! 

We had only time for a strange, bewildering sei^ 
aatioD, none to go into a palace ban) 1^ to exanune 
• some very |»eciou8 brtrnzes found in the tomb, and 
removed there foe safe keeping, and which we vrere 
told, as travelers usnally are on like occaaons, were 
better worth seeing than all the rest. 

We are this evening at an inn m a straggling vU- 

VoL.IL— A A 
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lige half way up a steep hill, where, 1 fancy, no 
travelling-carriBge ever stopped before. Any rooms, 
with an invalid, are better than none ; and our vet- 
turipo threatened us ^th the probability of sleeping 
in our carriage if we proceeded to the regnlar stop- 
ping-place ; so here we are, in the midst of an Ital- 
ian rustic fomily, all serving us, all curious, clamor- 
ous, and good-humoured. Teacups have been bor- 
rowed from a luxurious neighbour ; a messengei^as 
sent a mile and a half to bring milk for us, and our 
thoughtful vetturino provided butter at Perugia. So 
you see how extremes meet An isolated Western 
tettler, in a like exigency, would have had recourse 
to like expedients. But I wonder if ever, but in this 
land where grace and beauty are native to the scnl, 
there was so pretty a rustic lass as is at this moment, 
with the help of two strapping dames, arranging our 
beds. I can scarce write for looking at her ; and, 
from that elective affinity wUch I believe we all 
feel, she returns my glance, and a smile into the 
bargain. She is not an Italian beauty ; there is no 
brilliancy of colouring j but such perfect symmetry, 
and such a trustful, appealing, touching expression. 
She skims over the floor as a bird over the surface 
of the water ; I never saw motion so light and full 
of grace — it would make die fortune of an actress of 
pastoral-comedy. I must ask her name, and some- 
diing of her history. 

Her name is Clotilde Poggione ; and for her stoiy 
she has none, she says. Her father is dead — eveiy 
one's lather dies sooner or later ; her mother is very 
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poor, bitt neither is that any distinction here, and she 
earns her bread with these good people of the inn. 
"You have never beeo to America?" "No," she 
rq>lied mth infinite simplicity, " nor to Perugia." 
" She would like to go to Perugia," said her friend, 
archly. "Ah! you have a lover there, Clotilde,'' 
said L " No, no ; I will be a nun." I looked at 
ha gay-coloured woollen scarf becomingly drawn 
over her bosom aod confined at her slender waist, 
and shook my head, and, taking hold of her sthi^ 
of corals, asked her if it were not a love-tokeo ; she 
smiled and blushed, and her companion, laughing 
outright, said, " It is, it is ! and she has a love-lettef 
in her pocket" Clotilde at first denied the chaise, 
but a moment after she frankly gare it to roe, laying, 
her hand on my shoulder aHecdonately, and whisper- 
ing that I might read it if I would. " Yes," she 
answered to my inquiries, " he is handsome, and 
veiy good, but I shall never marry him; he is 
a prqfessore." She said all this with a sweet sim- 
plicity that reminded me of the poor maiden of 
Bums' hnes to a daisy. She left the letter with me. 
It was written by an educated man, and bad the due 
propordonB of love and jealousy. I asked her friend, 
"Would the 'professor" marry her?" "Oh no! 
Clotilde has no dowry, and his father will not let him 
take a wife without a dowry:" poor thing! It 
needs do prophetic eye to foresee her destiny, and, 
living in a Catholic country, she will probably end 
the love-tale in a convent. 
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Clotildb hung about ui last night, attracted by 
her sympathy with the youog Foratiere, till I was 
oUiged to send faer away. I gave her a woid of 
advice whi^ I am sure, from her eager, grateful ex- 
pression, she means to follow. She was at my door 
again this morning at five o'clock with a bunch of 
sweet flowers. Here I have pressed one for a me- 
morial of her ; may it not outlaw the innocence and 
loreliness of this " bourne gem," Clotilde Po^one t* 



ArrsE. leaTmg Magione we wound around the de> 
(^Tilies of beautiful hills, and soon came in nght of 
Thrasymene, the very image of peace, as it liea 
deeply imbedded among these hills. Even our tet- 
turino felt that this was a sight worth sedng, and 
be volunUtily halted for us to alight We walked 
down to the waters edge, and I recalled the days 
when, ui our " noon-time," at the old school-bouse, 
I used to creep under my pine desk to read the story 
of Hannibal, and devoutly hope diat be might al- 
ways be victonous. Do not all children sympathize 
with the boy who swore eternal hatred to'the Ro- 
mans, and kept bis oath so filially t I do ^ilL I 
plucked some grass, and baptized it in the conse- 
crated lake. The road led us round the marg^ of 
■ Doe of my Toang asmiMnioni praptmiad UiU ttiii fncidvut ■! 
■•■iaoa would faniiah ■ *torj fat •gma (oimnir of 1843. It ww a 
tMnpting hit or raw nuUriil fotaiy bumble ciB(i,batI preferred pra- 
MTtiogtheuiiidaniedficttoiTignniiigiiponit apocijptul additioDi 
fiir Iha nUd mppatiUa of aouveDir reiden. 
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the lake to the little town of Passignano, which is 
on a promontory jutting into the lake, and where a 
mountain rises so precipitously as to make it an im- 
portant and dangerous military pass. This is the 
pass into which the " crafty" Hannibal is supposed 
to have decoyed Flaminius ; but why not the " stu- 
I»d" Flaminius, to lead his men into a trap between a 
rugged mountain and an unfordable lake 1 Because 
probably the Bomans told the story. 

I have little interest in battle scenes ; but tlua, 
though two hundred and seventeen years before our 
Chnstian era, was vivid to me. The very form of 
the ground recalled the actual state of mind, the d&- 
li^rations and decisions of this most inexorable 
hater of Rome, who, to the pride of a military con- 
queror, added the keen pleasure of success in a per- 
sonal cause. Hannibal needed not much supersti- 
tion to have believed, when he looked from the suo- 
oy heights where he stood down upon the level plaia 
where his enemy was enclosed in a fog, that his tu- 
telar divinity had spread the snare for them. This 
alluvial pl^n is now thick set with olives and grain. 
Yesterday we passed the bright dty from which he 
turned afdde, not daring to attempt it, and probably 
with a feeling preluding his final discomfiture. Peru- 
gia still sits queen-like on the throne Nature erected 
for her, but " who now so poor to do her reverence V 

We passed over the little rivulet Sanguinetto,* 

■ The following gracafiil bUdui wore written bj ■ friend on tbu 
■ bloodjr riTulet." 1 un oat nItb they an aakoai hi* poUillMd pa- 
eiij, lod thnefoia quota then withont bii qkim. 
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which, with the unall town above it, look its name 
from the bloody work of this battle. We too have 
our " bloody brook ;" and so, 1 suppoae, have all na- 
tiotia had nnce Cud fiist begtut the work of IdUug. 



Ws passed last night at Arezzo, a moe town—aa 
^thet that in our sense, the old English sense, murt 
be charily beatowed in Italy.* But eveiything ap- 
peara nice to o^ in the Btnctest and in the most gen- 
eroua sense of the word, since our return into Tu^ 
cany. We were here before in the dreariest month 
<rfthe year ; we had not yet seen the abounding, abject 
nasery oi Soti^m Italy, and certainly we were not 
■ttuck wHh the flouiisbtng condition of Tuscany; 
BOW it seems alt thiift, abundance, and cheerfulness 
— a cheerfulness to be coreted and enjoyed. This 
b the glad season of the year, and this the gladdest 
of all lands, teeming, as it is, wiA the ti(^^t pro- 
ductions of nature, and now gay with blossoming 
trees and budding Tines, lite Tuscan mode of 
trainiag the Tine is very beautiful ; trees are plant- 

" We win wbsre leaat we can to atriii. 
And where the moBt vs ttmt nr« min. 
Old Runitnl, if now dira, 
Hifht Hdlj teati^ to thu. 

"Ha Diued the RoiM tat whldi Im enile. 
And wDmt ha nsTar had la pett4 

Won foi the little bnxk a name. 
The mouniful lume of BanfiiiMtla.'' ^ 
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ed from t«R to fifteen feet apart, in rowi or endr- 
ding a field. The limbs are cut off a few feet from 
the main dtem, and ao managed as to resemble the 
framework <^ a basket ; around this the Tine it led, 
widi a pendaitt from each limb. Sometimes they 
are fertooned from tree to tree, and are often led in 
•ereral parallel straight lines. The UencUng of 
grace witii neatness and accuracy in the Tuscan 
cultivatioQ, seems to me to indicate a rural popula- 
tion superior to any we have yet seen in Italy.* 

• TboM of my mdan who cbiDce to ba ipiorent m tbe iDbjoct 
will tbttak na Ax trwiiUtiiig foi them ■ fsw silncU from U. Si*. 
MODili'* accunte ■ccounE of the TiMun pauwit, inatawl of giTiof 
thesi the Hiper&ciil obaenatiooi of mj oiia nrj ILmilad oppmtuni- 
lie*. U. SiiDUodi, in tuianide "Snr la bmbanr de* Cultivateui* 
Tnaratni," vndaaTODra to abow that tiw; am the happkiat of atl the 
paopla OD earth who hare oul} Iheirown handi to depend on. Tba 
llBlajer ijitem pteraila id Tuacanf. Tbe landloid fumiahaa tha 
laud, houaa, and impl^menta of huabandr; . The peaiaut cultiTate* 
tba*ail,aiHl taodan to thelaodlotdbalftheproducC. "TbeTuacan 
Jf^qw," aaya K. Siamondi, "lecai'aa from the haoda of Natnie 
bia wbole mhutence. He baa tittla waul of nuHiaj, for be baa 
acaical)' aaf pajmant to toaka. Ue haidl; knowa the eiiatenee of 
taiaa, u ihay an pud bf (he propriety i aod aa be baa BothiDi la 
qnarrel about with the gomament, he i* in Km°ral atUched to it; 
tieither has he aoT iiltaieat toieule ttitb the Church. Titbea haiiag 
baeo Uwg abalulwil, hit MnUibiitiom ire vaIunUr]r," " In fine, tbe 
Uelaj er, in bia reUtioni with bii propnetor, conaidera himaelf aa a 
paitnai in a cominunitj of Lnterest* ; he hia nolhinj to diacuaa with 
bim. Uiase bu fixed bia rigbla and obligationa j hia contract majr, 
it ia tnie, be faiokea anj year b; hii miiconduct ; Bxpenenc* baa 
tai^l tbe piopiiaCor that he loaea and neiat jaiaa by diecarding a 
peuanl, for nooe will pre him niare than bilf the product Thua 
Iba If^agtr lirsa upon tbe land a* if it were hia inbeiitance, loiiog 
it deiotadly, labouring to improre it, tnutinr in the future— belie* - 
iog llial the fieldi ba norka upoa will be colLiiated by hia childrNi 
■ud graudcbiMiaa, And, in bet, tbef Uie oa the aame land Aim 
la ganentioii. They nudeiatand it with a praciaioo that 
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Had you, my dear C, pa3sed this afternoon wi& 
OS I sbou]d have but to write Florence, and 

" Thii brichtnt Ku irf ■tu-btight lulj" 
would rise before you 

" Imid bir Tntcia fieldi ind bill*,'* 



la emu pie." •• Ttw temcei, alentad 
ID not mora Ibui four feet wide; Uie in- 
diiidasl cfaaractsi of aich it knowo co Ihe Milaga; thii ia diy, 
that ia cold lod iuof; here Ihe aoil is deep, tbere k ia meret)' the in- 
cniMation of ■ rack ; wbaat Ibrina baM hare, barlef then ,- beva it 
wonld be loat labour to planl Indian com, even beaua or peaae ; a lit- 
tle fanher Su OouTiahaa wonderfnllT, and Uie bonier o( thia brook 
ia cipiiaj for faemp. Thaa jpou learn with aurpriae from the He- 
tajf r that, in a apace of leu acrea, (fae soil, the upect, and ■ tba lay 
of ibe land' pteaent to him a giealer Tanetf than a rich faxata 
knona to exiit in hia fann of five or ail hniidred au^ea." 

After eanmtradnE aome Erievancai in the eiiatiog lawa which 
Moae litigationa, (aialions, and (liain>oiiitinenta amiMig the proprie- 
ton, H. Siimondi laya : "The gentleoeaa aod beneiolence of the 
Tuacan character are often apokenoT; bat thecauae ii not auffideat- 
if mnarfced, which ia, tbit all eauae of qnariel ta remoTed Irom Ote 
coltiTatora, who ceuatitnle three qaarteiaof the populatiOD.'' 

H. Siamoodi, having an eatate in Tuacanr, and reaiding there a 
portion of faia time, giraa from actual obaarration and cm aMrt, a 
pictare of the paaaant'a life aa admirable lor ita eiadtoaaa aa it ia at- 
tnctiToforiEi beactf. 

" When you leava the gieal roadi and climb up tha bllla of the 
valley of Nievole, yog meet at ever; step little palht, which, winding 
among the Tinea and oliiea. are never Iniced by a wheel, and are only 
piiaable for mountain hoiaea with Iheur ioada. Along theae paths, 
It eiery hundred stepi, you find, npon aome flowery hilliide, a little 
liouae, which preaenta the aweet image of indaatry fully rewarded 
—of maj^a lore of the land — of abnndance and peaca, Tbe bouse, 
built anbatanlially, with good walla, haa alwaya one story, often two, 
■twTe tbe groand floor. Uaually there are on the ground floorakilcb- 
eu, a alahle for two homed calde, and the atore-room, which takee 
fta name Unaia from the large lata in which the wine ia fermeated 
withotic putting it to pieas. It ia here, alao, that ttaa Uetayer locka 
Dp hia ca^,oil, and grata. Hebasordinui^atludleuiintagaiaat 
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with th« Anio windiDg trough her loveliest of -ral- 
lejB, and tix Apeaninea in the background guwd- 
ing her with its fortress-haghts, and pouring oil and 

tba faouMi iriiera he can repair bis uteniils bixI prapira the praTen- 
ier for tii« uiimaJi, abaitcred Irom tbe •reaiher. On ttw SnI lad 
■ecoBd Uoriei tbers sM ofiea two, three, and bvbd four bedchan- 
bera. Ibe window* are without glu: i they hare only ahuLtera; 
bal wa moM leaieaiber Ibcre ii do ice in wioter. Tbe moM ajwciooa 
•nd air; ot then tooma are daioted, dHiidg Iha montha of Ha; and 
June, to Ibe growth ot Ibe ailkwono. lArgs cheats Tor clotbea and 
linea, and aoiae wooden ctiaira, are tbe principal fumilute of tb« 
ehanbati. A Imde alwaja btinga her uot'WDad bureau. Tha bedi 
ba*e neither curtain nor Talance ; but on eacli, beaide* a good atnw 
bed, made of Uie elaalic huak of the Indiia com. there are two mat- 
treaaeaof wool, or, withtheiery poorest, of tow,a good quilt, aheeta 
ot atrong hempen clolb, and over the beat bed a apread of raw ailk, 
which is diaplajied on ftle daja. There ia ne chimnef eicept in Iba 
kiteheo. There ia alwaia in one room a large wooden ilining-lible, 
with beocbea 1 ■ Imeading-trough, in which proviaiona are alao keptt 
a sufficient aaaortment of earthen jira, diabea, end ptalea ; (Uie ot 
two braw lampa, ateelyarda, and at leaal two copper veaaela in which 
to fetch and keep water. 

" AU tha linen aid woilunf.dieaBee of the fami); ate lH>na4nad& 
Theee dreaaea, the men'* aa well aa the women'i, are of a kind of 
Btuff they call nutza lima (linaey'WOolaey T) if thick, nuth if thin. 
The warp ia a eaerae thread of flax or cow ; the filling ii of wool or 
cotton, it ia dyed bjr the aaiae wamea who weave it. Oat can 
hardly iuiagine the qoantitj of linen otmazalma nbieh the wom- 
en, by aaaiduona laboar. accumulate : how many aheeta are in the 
eommaa depAt. how roanT t^miaea, Toati. pantaloona, akirts, and 
fowne. To giTO an idea <rf' it, we add a part of an inientoir of ttta 
family beat known to aa i a family neither among tha pooieat nor rich- 
Cat, but li«iii| happily on the half of tbe praduet of laaa IfasB IMl 
acraa of land. 

"IniMlaiTOf th«lKidald<ithM(lreiHa«i)orJaaa,di&,*c: 28 
ebamiaea, 3 gowna of coloured ailk, 4 gowna of coataa oolovted nlk, 
7 gowB> of cotton cloth, i winter working gowna (meaaa tana), 3 
Tirn'TT trarkmg gowna and ahiria, 3 white akiit*. S calico aprona, I 
black ailk apioo, I black merino apron, 9 coloored working apnma, 
4 white handkercfaiefa. a coloured handkerchiela, 3 worked Toili and 
I tulle veil, 3 towela. U paira uf itackmp. 1 beta, ooe felt and on* 
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wine into her storehouses frcHn the sunny bills that 
slope down to her feet. But you have not seen it, 
dear C, and neither the word nor all the descriptiTe 
accompaniments I may tack to it will give you so 
much pleasure as to know we are thus far on our 
homeward track, and that we found our faithfiil 
friend, Mr. H., on the steps of the Hotel de York, 
where, though the town is full of strangers, he has 
secured agreeable apartments for us, from which we 
have a look-out on the I^omo, its Campanile, Bap- 
tistery, and gay piazza. 



Florence, as all the world knows, my dear C, is 
almost unrivalled in the beauty of its posititm and 
muToundings ; it is most curious as the best-preserved 
monument of the middle ages, but, apart from all 
this, it has interest to an American, a claim on the 
sympathy of the dtizens of a free and working 
country, that belongs to no other part of Italy; 
Florence derived the glory and power of its brilliant 
day from its industry and freedom ; not the freedom 
of a few lawless nobles, but the freedom of its 
worldng classes,* who, in 1260, formed themselves 

fine >traw.— S gold camaoa, 2 pain gold euringa, 1 duplet with two 
Boman piastres, 1 conl necklsce with ■ gold cms." 
We (bould be pioad to tee out farman' danghten with an oatfit 



* The norantinea began rigbt. Vitlani, writing tale in the thir- 
taentb centarr of their forerathan, after telling a< that the fineet ^ 
Ibeir graoddamea thought thetnHlves dreswd enough in a nanow 
gown of eoaraa tcirlat ckith, &c., adds, "with ail this extenial 
■ tfaer bad lojal mind* ; tbof were faithfbl to one another 
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into twelve companies of " arts and trades" (the 
seven major arts having their consuls, captains, and 
ensigns), and got so completely the upper hand of 
the nobles that a title rendered a man illegible to 
office. 

There is a curious memorial of the exercise of 
popular power existing in the architecture of the 
city. More than 200 towera, which originally were 
the fortresses of the nobility, and which were, by an 
ordinance of the people, reduced from the hagbt of 
180 feet to 80 feet, are now incorporated into other 
buildings,* and constitute a part of that massive 
architecture whidi makes Florence strike a stranger 
as " a <atj of nobles of individual force, where the 
power of the pubhc was sometimes feeble, but where 
each man was master and lord in his own house." 
These towns were wretchedly lighted, and the nobles 
resorted to an expedient suited to their delicious 
climate. Near the towers they built Logge arcades, 
which served them for offices, market-places, and 
drawing-rooms. Some of them still remain. The 
unimpaired Loggia da Lanzi is embellished with 
groups of statues in bronze, and, with its Greek 
arches and columns^ is a beautiful specimen of archi- 
tecture. The Pitti Palace, the re^dence of the 



* '■ Ths m>Mri>l," Bfi y. Siimoadi, " which thcw priial 
ScatioDi funiiahed wag emplojvd lot the comnioa derenca. 
tion of Ihg citT-wall, and ths pilica oF th* Pode*t», iwir ■ 
tran talk with It" • 
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gnod-dobe, asd fit tor an imperu) pabce, was 
buiit bj a mercbant, as were many of theee immeDse 
stnictures, which may stand, for aught that I can see, 
as loug as the solid foundatioDS of Dature. They are 
built of iramense blocks of stone, without ceraeot, 
aad without arcbitectural ontamcDt ; but to me their 
■iiq>Kci^ aod strength are more effective than any 
decoration. They have a curious appendage, lai^ 
irao or brass rings, in which they placed wax lights 
fw iUaminatioos, and to which they suapended the 
standards of the nval factions. They built com- 
pactly, to ssTe the expense of an extended wall. 
The <^d(9t streets are too narrow to allow a carrii^e 
to pass : across some of them you ought grasp bands 
from palace to palace. I am sadly disappranted in 
flie Arno. It embellishes the city, certainly, but it is 
turbid ; and, like all the Italian streams I have se«i, 
with the exception of onf tx two nTulets, it appeais 
as if it had been stirred op with French chalk. 



We have just retivned from Santa Ciocc, and 
are overpowered with the heat I do not wonder 
at the proTPrb (hat no one can die in Elwence in 
the winter, and no one can live b«e in summer. 
But for Santa Croce : it is our tlurd visit to the 
" centre of pilgrimage — Uie MecCa of Italy." So, 
indeed. Day that sacred place be justly called where 
are the monuments of such prophets as Dante, Gali- 
leo, and Michael Angelo. The monuments are im> 
dense piles of marble; not one. of than impreas- 
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es me with its excdlence aa a yraik of art But 
art would be but secondary here. tS^ier Westmia- 
ster Abbey — after the place hallowed by Uie great 
spirits of our own language, there is no looDumentBl 
efiect like that of Saute Croce. It is a sad thought 
that we have Sot the last time walked up and down 
its long line of columns, on the marble pavement 
trodden by generations long gone, before the monu- 
ments of MachiaTel, AGchael Angelo, Dante, Gali- 
leo, and Alfieri I 

Santa Croce was begun in 1294, and is still on* 
£nidied, as are all the facades of the Florenca 
churches. This is to save the heavy tax imposed 
by the pope on the completion of a church ; and in 
part, probably, from the ridmess of the plan exceed- 
ing the ability for its execution. The Piazza of 
Santa Croce has historical assodations that make it 
quite worthy of the chnrdt ■" The richest Floren- 
tine citizens" (bourgeois), says M. Sismondi, " hav- 
ing excited one anottier to «nnii, assesibled in the 
Piazza of Santa Cioce before a church ; and there, 
wliere now are the tombs of the great men of Flor- 
ence, the republic of the dead, was first fmmed tlie 
popular slate of Florence." 

We went quite to die oQier extreme from this the 
atre of popular astodations, in going from Santa 
Croce to San Lorenxo, where are the splendid me- 
moriab of ^ Mefci, the &ial subverteis of the 
liber^ of Florence. The Cappella de* Principi wm 
designed by Michael Angelo, and its embellishments 
in ^at p»t exfecuted l^ him. There are on two 

Vol. U.— B b 
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DKHiuments figures in attitudes that it would be di& 
ficult for a posture-master to raaintain : they are 
called Day and ^^lght, and Aurora and Twilight. 
Doctor Bell sees in the Aurora " a spring of thot^ht," 
" an awak^ung principle ;" marble is a hard mate- 
rial for an allegorical refinement 1 The celebrated 
statue (^ the Duke of Urbino, called Pmdero, frtKa 
its wonderful expresnon of deep thought, is in tlus 
chapeL I cannot but tlunk that this and other ma»- 
terpieces of Michael Angelo throw a dazzling efful- 
gence over his inferior works ; and that in these 
statues on the Medician monuments and in lus Moa6 
be has half taken the step fi^m the subUme to the li- 
diculous ; but this is as dangerous as to talk democ- 
racy in an- Austiian saloon \ 

The gorgeous, though yet unfinished, Capdia di 
Mtdici is also at San Lorenzo. It is dedicated to 
the jnoDumeDts of the grand-dukes of Tuscany, and 
all that can be dcme to glorify these migh^ " acci- 
dents" by walls incrusted with the costliest marbles, 
and the most exquiate work in pietra dura is done ; 
bat what is it all, in e^t, to the name of " GalW 
leo" on his tomb, or Ate inscription on Dante's, 
" Quorate I'altisamo Foeta." 

We have seen Mr. Greeoough's statue of Wash- 
ington. It is a seated colossal figure ; the arms and 
breast are bare ; one hand is extended in the act of 
resignii^ the sword, and the other raised, as if ap- 
pealing to Hearen. I have heard ol^ectiORS to the 
double action ; but why, once they are related, and 
produce a unity of impicsaon 1 The drapeiy, too^ 
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N criticized, and will, no doubt, be condemaed by 
many of our people, who are intolerant of any de- 
gree <^ nudity. But what was Mr. Greenough to 
iol Aahe says, a French artist made a cast of 
Washington, while he was hving, in military cos- 
tume, and nobody liked it Canora put him into a 
Roman toga, and Chantry into a doalc, such as nei- 
ther Roman nor American ever wne. Nothing re- 
. mamed for him but to present him artistically, and 
certainly the drapeiy is arranged with expression 
and grace. The head is noble ; exjvesang, almost 
to the point of suhliaiity, wisdom and firmness, widi 
as near an approach to benignity as Washington's 
face will bear without a sacrifice of verisimilitude; 
good, not quite benignant The subjects of the ba»- 
relief embellishments are happily chosen. Aurora 
is on one side — a fitting ^rpe of our young country — 
and on the otho- is the infant Hercules strangling 
the serpent : a subject suggested, I presume, by Dr. 
Franklin's medal, and sarcastically indicating our 
stru^Ie with die mother country. Mi, Greenough, 
even with his previous reputation, may be satisfied 
with this work, and our country [utnid of it It is 
something to say for our progress in art tiiat, in 
forty years finm Washington's death, the best irtatne 
of him is by bis own coontiyman. 



. I HATB been waUdng about Florence wib Mr. 
W., who naturally first showed me some memorials 
of his hero. Mr. W. was, as you know, a few years 
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nnce in oar ooogrefiB — ^wbat a dtuge from ^ arena 
of Wasbii^ton to feireting out the life of Dante from 
the Tuscan archives 1 Mr. W. is among the few 
fortunate men win, from a false potatitioii, has by his 
own vit found out, and byias own energy achieved, 
his true one. We went fiist to a tablet inserted in 
the pavemmt-ttf the Piazza diDuomo, which iaforma 
;oa that there Dante was accustomed to rat ; and 
there he contemplated this church, which, before 
1300, as Mr. W. has discovered by a roistered 
Tote in favour of Amolfo, its architect, was pro- 
nounced " the most beaotifiil edifice in Tuscany." 
When sbaiH we have such inscriptions to mai^ the 
bannts of Waslungton and FraokUn 1 Might not 
the memny of these men be made more operative 
by appeals through the senses to the active popular 
ndnd of our country 1 

We B»rt visited the hoose Dante lived in before 
luB banishment, and then proceeded to Beatrice's (she 
had a local habitation] in a street parallel to that in 
which Dante lived, and so near to his that her lover 
might have signalized ha in the seaman's sei^e. 

We went, too, to Michael Anger's house, where 
a siute of apartments are preserved as he left them 
by the present possessor, <»ie of the house of Buon- 
arotti. We were rather surpiised to find what snug 
and comfortable apartments were enjoyed by the art- 
ist, who has so associated himself in our minds with 
the vast and extravagant There are a few charac- 
teristic sketches of his on the walls, shado^irings of 
great thoughts; some humble relics, such as his 
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slipp«ars, and, what pleased me more tbati all, a ro- 
sary, and shriue with its crucifix, before which he 
may hare received the innuratioa he infii^n^^ into 
his worlcs. 

We finished the mormiig in the gardens of the 
Fitti Palace. Magnificent they are in extent, vaii- 
et; of surface, and embellishment The entrance is 
free to aU. They are not more lovely now, ezcept- 
. ing that the country which you see from them has 
the fresh aspect of spring, than they were when we 
were here on the first of December. The fountains 
were then playing in a warm atmosphere ; the stat- 
ues looked perfectly comfortable out of doors ; and 
there were such walls of laurel and laurestinus is 
blossom, with a variety of other evergreens, that it 
seemed as if a charmed circle were drawn around 
it, which " winter and rough weather" could not- 
pass. The sua was then an enjoyment, and the 
shade to-day a po^tive one, and there we sat a long 
time listening to Mr. W.'s romantic stories of the 
stormy days of Florence, and to his tribute to the 
character of the reigning duke, Leopold, of whc»a 
we were very willing to believe all good while we 
were luxuriatiDg in his grounds. He is one of the 
few sovereigns who have the enjoyments of sov- 
ereignty without its penalties. His territory is so 
small tiiat he is not of sufficient consequence to be 
molested or to he dictated to by his royal brothers; 
so he gets on very quietly, is kind and indulgent to 
his people, and hospitable to strangers, even though 
branded as liberals. It is not long since he received 



3b,Goog[c 



S94 FLOREMCK. 

a letter ('written at the sug^^estion of Rusaa) fitna 
hiB brother <^ Austria, containing a list of Poles 
who had sought refuge in Florence, whence Leo- 
pold was advised to expel them. You are aware 
that adTice meana command in the Anstrian vocabu- 
lary. The list was headed " dangerous tnen." Le- 
opold recared it in counciL He cast bis eye over 
' it ; put his own name at the bead of these dmgei^ 
OH* mm, and rrtumed it without any fertha' notice 
to his minister ! Very nice, was it nol^ for a man 
iriko has AoBtrian Uooid in his veins 1* 



Ws drove yesterday to the great tdlk manufactory 
at the ViUa Dmato, where steam is introduced fcnr 
many of the proceses ; but Aere is nothing going 
on at present but weaving, whidi is done in the old- 
facltioned kxno. The gii\a were particularly eo- 
chanted with four iron Doric columns supporting a 
steam-engine, looking, as Ihey sud, lilce an Italian 
temple. The ItaHan atmosphere seemed to them to 
have aiibdued die prindpal antagonist fo al! poetry. 
He Villa Donato is a beantiM one, and its present 
appropriation reminds you forcibly of the time when 
the merchants of Florence were its princes. 

* The gimd-dnke'i lib«ralitf itlncti atnogcra to Flonnce, and 
It b DBtunl tbe} should lingor there fai the midBt of a hsppj snd 
bnntihl pmpla, mirooBded by t eon&tr} Uul Ii ■ pumdiw, and kd> 
tnitted, wilhoat feM or vexatioiia □/ ■ny Mwt, to the dsilj tajoymeOt 
of iti mBgnlficsiit driTes, gudsos, ami taUeria. 
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Wb have been to I^esoli, tbe old Etruscan dty to 
which Florence was once but a suburb. It was built, 
like all the Etruscan dties, on an immense height, 
about as ooareniently placed as a city would be half 
way up Saddle Mountain. Those of ns wbo could 
walk, walked up the steepest ascent, and R. and E. 
were drawn by oxen in a sort of dedge of the most 
inartificial kind. When they rather revolted at this 
mode of dimbUng, they were soothed with tbe as- 
surance that the grand-duke himself had no better. 
We pedestrians stc^iped at a farm-house, where w« 
were charmed mth rural tluift, cheerfulness, and 
kindness. The womankind were all engaged, from 
old age to childhood, ^ther in weaTing, spinning, 
knitting, or braiding straw. There was no misery 
— no begging. K. gave an old womtm, who fetch- 
ed her a glass of wata with eager kindness, a half 
paul, at which the cdd crone pressed K.'s hand in 
both hers, and said earnestly, " Dio vi lo rijnerite." 
The glass <^ wata- was the bocm that deserved the 
" God reward yt !" 

Chi the almost inaccessible summit we found a 
church, a seminajy, and a monastefy, but no renaias 
of die Roman Faults, etceptingBaraecolumBS of an 
ancient temple, and a grand bit of Cych^an wall, 
made of masHive stcnes sevM or eight feet in lengU^ 
laid together without cemei:^ What a commit <m 
the history of man, in his socaal rela&MU and liafail' 
ities, this little fragment of a wall ! 

But tbe tlung to go to Fiesoli for is the view <tf 
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Florence ; truly a queen of beau^ in the lap of lulls 
covered to their summits vitb vines^ and olives, and 
lovely villas. Such a scene of abundance, grace, 
and beauty, of nature and art in loving barmoDy, I 
never beheld. No wonder the device of Florence 
was a rose in a field of liUes. 

We leave Floreitce to-morrow, my dear C, and I 
have said nothing to you of what now is Florence s 
its unrivalled galleries of pictures ; that of the Palaz- 
BO Vecchio, The Galleiy, and that of the Pitti Pal- 
ace, which is confessedly the finest single collection 
in the world 1 It is in itself a world ; and when I 
sm there looking at those glorious pictures that re- 
main in uniadiDg beauty while generation after gen- 
eration comes hither to see them, I feet fully what 
was so well said by the oM man who for seventy 
years had shown a famous picture in the Escurial : 
" We are the shadows, they are the realities !" 

I d* not now wonder at the love of art which as- 
toni^ed me on first coming to the Old World. 
With us it is c^omparatively nothing ; in Europe it 
makes up the occupation of the idle portion of the 
world ; and so much does the appetite grow by 
what it feeds on, that I begin to feel the danger (the 
existence of which I have but just learned) of foi^et- 
ting the actual in the painted world. But do not be 
alarmed, my dear C. ; though the eyes of some of 
ns were half blended with tears as we looked at our 
favourite pictures for the last time to-day, we cannot 
yet say with the dying Medici, before whom his 
priest was setting the joy of the heavenly mansions. 
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** Caro amico son contento col Palazzo Ktti" (" My 
dear friend, I am perfectly content ^th the Pitd 
Palace !") No ; we shall once more to-morrow set 
our faces joyfully towards out earthly haven — ^your 
and our home. 



Oar Tonte from Floraoce to Oenos wai a acei 
■od, finally, wben we embuked at Genoa and left the Italian shore, 
we felt much as I finer Adero and E>a did when the gatea at Para- 
dise weie closed apon Lhem. 

We paaisd tbrODgh the soutbeiD proTioces of France to Switzer- 
land, a coontif as full of eicitemenl, in a different waj, as Italy — 
perhaps (he only coontry thai one can paas into from Italy witbant 
ennui. Hy book is already too long to break new ground, aod 1 fin- 
ish il with lbs eamBBt wish that my readeia may have the happinesi 
of seeing for themselTea icanes which Thave feebly preseated. 
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Habpii & UBOTBtiw, 83 Cliff-street, Mew- York, haro 
juat issued a new and complete catalogue of their pnb- 
licationa, which will be forwarded, without charge, to 
any part of the United States, iipon application to (hem 
personally or by mail post paid. In this catalogue may 
be found over out thousand volumei, embracing every 
branch of literature, standard and imaginative. The at- 
tention of persons forming hbraries, either private or 
public, IB particularly directed to the great number of 
valuable standard historical and miscellaneous works 
comprised in the list. It will also be found to contain 
most of the works requisite to form a circulating library 
of a popular character; all of which may be obtained 
at reasonable prices (sixty per cent. less than books 
published in England) from the principal bookaelleis 
throughout the Uniied States. 



. 3 iizodb, Google 



3b,Googlc 



.glizodbvGoOglc 



